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Hear, Land o* Cakes and britlier Boots, 
Free Maidenkirk to Johnny Groats', 

If there 's a hole in a’ your coats 

I redo yo tent it ; 

A cbiel 's omaiig' you takin' notes. 

An: faith be pr^t it 
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A 



j4ltora him, dtxo il Ctira; traedme, tenor huisped, aqtietot librot, quelot 
qutero ver. Qjae me place, retpondid Hi jf entrando en «u apotento, iac6 dil 
WM maleWia vieja eerrada eon um eadentUa, y dbnindola, hallo en ella 
tret librot prandet y unot papelei de muy buena ktra etcrilot de mono. Don 
Quixote, Parte 1. Oapitulo32. 

It b mighty well, mid the priest ; pray, landlord, bnng me those books, for I 
have a mind to see them, With all my heart, answered the host ; and going to 
lib chamber, he brought out a little old cloke-bag, with a padlock and chain to 
it, and opening It, ho took out three large volumes, and some manuscript papers 
written in a fine cbancter — Jarvis’s Translation. 



INTRODUCTION 


TO 

THE BRIDE OF LAMMERMOOR. 


The author, on a former occaaon,* declined giving the real 
source from which ho drew the tragic subject of this liistory, 
because, though occurring at a distant period, it might possibly 
be unpleasing to the feelings of the descendants of the parties. 
Dut as he finds an account of the circumstances given in the 
Notes to Law’s Memorials, f by his ingenious friend Charles 
Kirkpatrick Shaxpe, Esq., and also indicated in his reprint of the 
Rev. Mr Symson’s Poems, appended to the Description of Gallo- 
way, as the original of the Bride of Lammermoor, the author feels 
himself now at liberty to tell the tale as he had it from connec- 
tions of his own, who lived very near the period, and were closely 
related to the family of the Bnde. 

It is well known that the family of Dalrymple, which has pro- 
duced, vrithin the space of two centuries, as many men of talent, 
civil and military, and of literary, pohtical, and professional 
eminence, as any house in Scotland, fint rose into distinction in 
the person of James Dalrymple, one of the most eminent lawyers 
that ever lived, though the labours of his powerful mmd were 
unhappily exeiroised on a subject so limited as Scottish Juris- 
prudence, on which he has composed an admirable work. 

He married Margaret, daughter to Ross of Balniel, with whom 
he obtained a considerable estate. She was an able, politic, and 
high-minded woman, sa successful in what she undertook, that the 
vulgar, no way partial to her husband or her family, imputed her 

•access to necromancy. According to the popular b^ef, this 
* 

* See Introduction to the Chronicles of the Cuongata 
f Lew’s Memorlais, p. SU6. 
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Dame Margaret purchased the temporal prosperity of her family 
from the Master whom she served, under a singular condition, 
which is thus narrated by the historian of her grandson, the great 
Earl of Stair. " Sjlie lived to a great age, and at her death 
desired that she mi^t not be put under ground, but that her 
coffin should be placed upright on one end of it, promising, that 
while she remained in that situation, the Dalrymples should c(H1- 
tinue in prosperity. What was the old lady’s motive for such a 
request, or whether she really made such a promise, I cannot take 
upon me to determine ; but it is certain her coffin stands upright 
in tlie aisle of the church of Kirkliston, the burial place of the 
family.”* The talents of this accomplished race were sufficient 
to have accounted for the dignities which many members of the 
family attained, without any supernatural assistance. But their 
extraordinary prosperity was attended by some equally singular 
family misfortunes, of which that which befell their eldest daughter 
was at once unaccountable and melancholy. 

Miss Janet Dalrymple, daughter of the first Lord Stair and 
Dame Margaret Boss, had engaged herself without the knowledge 
of her parents to the Lord Rutherford, who was not acceptable 
to them either on account of his political principles, or his want 
of fortune. The young couple broke a piece of gold together, and 
pledged their troth in the most solemn manner ; and it is said the 
young lady imprecated dreadful evils on herself should she break 
her plighted faitli. Shortly after, a suitor who was favoured by 
Lord Stair, and still more so by his lady, paid his addresses to 
Miss Dalrymple. The young l^y refused the proposal, and being 
pressed on the subject, confessed her secret engagement. Lady 
Stair, a woman accustomed to universal submission, (for evei her 
husband did not dare to contradict her,) treated this objectiop as 
a trifle, and insisted *upon her daughter yielding her consent to 
marry the new suitor, David Dunbar, son and heir to David 
Dunbar of Baldoon, in Wigtensbire. The first lover, a man of 
very high spirit, then interfered by letter, and insisted on the 
right he had acquired by his troth plighted with the young lady. 
L^y Stair ront him for answer, that her divughter, sensible of 
her nndtttifd) behaviour in entering into a contract unsanctioned 
by her parents, had retracted her unlawful vow, and now refused 
to fulfil her engagement with him. 

* Memoirs of Jaim Earl of Stair, by an Impartial Hand. London, printed 
for C. Cobbot, p. 7. 
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The lover, in return, declined positively to receive such an 
answer from any one but his mistress in person ; and as she had 
to deal with a man who was both of a most determined character, 
and of too high condition to be trifled with, Lady Stair was obliged 
to consent to an interview between Lord Rutherford and her 
daughter. But she took care to be present in person, and argued 
the point with the disappointed and incensed lover with pertina- 
city equal to his own. She particularly insisted on the Levitical 
law, which declares, that a woman shall be free of a vow which 
her parents dissent from. This is tlie passage of Scripture she 
founded on: — 

“ If a man vow a vow unto the Lord, or swear an oath to bind 
his soul with a bond ; he shall not break liis word, he shall do 
according to aU tliat proceedeth out of his mouth. 

“ If a woman also vow a vow unto the Lord, and bind herself 
by a bond, being in her father’s house in her youth ; 

" And her father hear her vow, and her bond wherewith she 
hath bound her soul, and her father shall hold his peace at her : 
then all her vows sliall stand, and every bond wherewith she hath 
bound her soul shall stand. 

" But if her father disallow her in tlie day that he heareth ; not 
any of her vows, or of her bonds wherewith she hatli bound her 
soul, shall stand : and the Lord shall forgive her, because her 
father disallowed her.” — Numbers, xxx. 2, 3, 4, 6. 

While the mother insisted on these topics, the lover in vain 
conjured the daughter to declare her own opinion and feelings. 
She remained totally overwhelmed, as it seemed, — mute, pale, 
and motionless as a statue. Only at her mother’s command, 
sternly utteivd, she summoned strength enough to restore to her 
plighted suitor tlie piece of broken gold, which was the emblem 
of her troth. On this he burst forth into a tremendous passion, 
took leave of the mother with maledictions, and as he left the 
apartment, turned back to say to his weak, if not fickle mistress, 
“ For you, madam, you will be a world’s wonder a phrase by 
which some remarkable degree of calamity is usually implied. 
He went abroad, and returned not again. If the last Lord 
Rutherford was the unfortunate party, he must have been the 
tiiird who bore that title, and who died in 1685. 

The marriage betwixt Janet D^ymple and David Dunbar of 
Baldoon now went forward, the bride shewing no repugnane^ 
but bring absolutely passive in every thing her mo^er cdm« 
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nianded or advised. On the day of the marriage, which, as was 
then usual, was celebrated by a great assemblage of friends and 
relations, she was the same — sad, silent, and resigned, as it 
seemed, to her deistiny. A lady, very nearly connected with the 
family, told the aihhor that she had conversed on the subject with 
one of the brothers of the bride, a mere lad at the time, who had 
ridden before his sister to church. He said her hand, which lay 
on his as she held her arm round his waist, was as cold and damp 
as marble. But, fiill of his new dress, and the part he acted in 
the procession, the circumstance, which he long afterwards 
remembered with bitter sorrow and compunction, made no 
impression on him at the time. 

The bridal feast was followed by dancing ; the bride and 
bridegroom retired as usual, when of a sudden the most wild and 
piercing cries were heard from the nuptial chamber. It was 
then the custom, to prevent any coarse pleasantry which old times 
perhaps admitted, that the key of the nuptial chamber should be 
intrusted to the brideman. He was called upon, but refused at 
first to give it up, till the shrieks became so hideous that he was 
compelled to hasten with others to learn the cause. On opening 
the door, they found the bridegroom lying across the threshold, 
dreadfully wounded, and streaming with blood. The bride was 
then sought for : She was found in the corner of the large chim- 
ney, having no covering save her shift, and that dabbled in gore. 
There she sat grinning at them, mopping and mowing, as I heard 
the expression used; in a word, absolutely insane. The only 
words ^e spoke were, Tak up your bonny bridegroom.” She 
survived this horrible scene little more than a fortnight, having 
been married on the 24th of August, and dying on the 12tb of 
September, 1669. 

The unfortunate Baldoon recovered from his wounds, but 
sternly prohibited all inquiries respecting the manner in which 
he had received tliem. If a lady, he said, asked him any ques- 
tion upon the subject, he would neither answer her nor speak to 
her again while he lived ; if a gentleman, he would consider it as 
a mortal affront, and demand satisfaction as having received such. 
Hft did not very long survive the dreadful catastrophe, having 
met with a fatal injury by a fall from his horse, as he rode 
betweoi Leith and Holyrood-house, of which he died the next 
day, 28th March, 1682. Thus a few years removed all the prin- 
cipal actors in this frightful tragedy. 
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Various reports went abroad on this mysterious affair, many 
of them very inaccurate, though they could ha^y be said to be 
exaggerated. It was difficult at that time to become acquainted 
with the history of a Scottish family above the lower rank ; and 
strange things sometimes took pla^ there, into which even the 
law did not scrupulously inquire. 

The credulous Mr Law says, generally, that the Lord Presi- 
dent Stair bad a daughter, who ^ being married, tlie night she 
was bride in, [that is, bedded bride,] was taken from her bride- 
groom and karled [dragged] through the house, (by spirits, we 
are given to understand,) and soon afterwards ffied. Anotiier 
daughter,” he says, " was possessed by an evil spirit.” 

My friend, Mr Sharpe, gives another edition of the tale. Accor- 
ding to his information, it was the bridegroom who wounded the 
bride. The marriage, according to this account, had been against 
her mother’s inclination, who had given her consent in these 
ominous words : "You may marry him, but soon shall you 
repent it.” 

1 find still another account darkly insinuated in some higlily 
scurrilous and abusive verses, of which I have an original copy. 
They are docketed as being written " Upon the late Viscount 
Stair and his family, by Sir William Hamilton of Whitelaw. The 
margiuals by William Dunlop, writer in Edinburgh, a son of the 
Lfurd of Househill, and nephew to the said Sir William Hamil- 
ton.” There was a bitter and personal quarrel and rivalry betwixt 
the author of this libel, a name which it richly deserves, and 
Lord President Stair ; and the lampoon, which is written with 
much more malice tlian art, hears the following motto : — 

“ Stair’s neck, mind, wife, sons, grandson, and the rest. 

Arc wry, false, witcli, pests, parricide, possessed.” 

This malignant satirist, who calls up all the misfortunes of the 
family, does not forget the fatal bridal of Baldoon. He seems, 
though his verses ore as obscure as unpoetical, to intimate, that 
the violence done to the bridegroom was by the intervention of 
the foul fiend to whom the young lady bad resigned herself, in 
case she should break her contract witli her first lover. His 
hypothesis is incouristent with the account given in the note upon 
Law’s Memorials, but easily reeoncileable to the family tradition. 

In al Stair’s oflbpring w« no dlffierence know, 

Tbey doe the females us the males bestow; 



8 


INTRODUCTION TO 


So ha of '■ daughter'i marriage gave the ward. 

Like a true vassal, to Olenluoe’s Laird ; 

He knew what she did to her suitor plight, 

If she her faith to Rutherford should slight, > 

Which, Rke his own, for greed he broke outright. ) 

Nick did ihildaon's posterior right dende. 

And, as first substitute, did seize the bride ; 

Whate’er he to his mistress did or said, 

He threw the bridegroom from the nuptial bed. 

Into the chimney did so his rival maul. 

His bruised bones ne’er were cured but by the fall.” • 

One of the m ar ginal notes ascribed to William Dunlop^ applies 
to tlie above lines. “ She had betrothed herself to Lord Rutiier- 
foord under horrid imprecations, and afterwards married Baldoon, 
his nevoy, and her mother was the cause of her breach of faith.” 

The same tragedy is alluded to in the following couplet and 
note: — 

“ What tram of curses that base brood pursues, 

When the young nephew weds old uncle’s spouse.” 

The note on the word unde explains it as meaning " Rnther- 
foord, who should have married the Lady Baldoon, was Baldoon’s 
uncle.” The poetry of this satire on Lord Stair and his family 
was, as already noticed, written by Sir William Hamilton of 
Whitelaw, a rival of Lord Stair for the situation of President of 
the Court of Session ; a person much inferior to that great lawyer 
in talents, and equally ill-treated by the calumny or just satire of 
his contemporaries, as an unjust and partial judge. Some of the 
notes axe by that curious and laborious antiquary Robert Milne, 
who, as a virulent Jacobite, willingly lent a hand to blat’ken the 
family of Stair.f 

Another poet of the poiiod, with a very different par|V)HP, has 
left an elegy, in v^ich he darkly hints at and bemoans tlie fate 
of the ill-starred young person, whose very uncommon calamity 
WhiteUw, Dunlop, and Milne, thought a fitting subject for buf- 
foonery and ribaldry. This bard of milder mood was Andrew 
Symson, before the Revolution minister of Kirkinner, in Gallo- 
way, and after his expulsion as an Episcopidian, following the 
humUe occupation of a printer in Edinburgh. He furnished the 
* The fell firom his hone, by which be was killed. 

1 1 have compared the satire, which occun In the first volume of the curloua 
little eolleetion called a Book of Scotthh Fasqiiils, 1827, with that which has a 
more full text, and more extended notes, and whlcli is In my own possession, by 
gift of Thomas Thomson, Esq< Register-Depiite. In the second Book of Faaquile, 
p. 78i is a most abusive epitaph on Sir James Hamilton of Whitelaw. 
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family of Boldoon, with which he appears to have been intimate, 
with an elegy on the tragic event in their family. In this piece 
he treats the mournful occasion of the bride’s death with myste- 
rious solemnity. 

The verses bear this title , — ** On the unexpected death of tlie 
virtuous Lady Mrs Janet Dalrymplc, Lady Baldoon, younger,” 
and afford ns the precise dates of the catastrophe, which could 
not otherwise have been easily ascertained. " Nnpta August 12. 
Domum Ducta August 24. Obiit September 12. Sepult. Sep- 
tember 30, 1669.” The form of the elegy is a dialogue betwixt a 
passenger and a domestic servant. The first, recollecting that he 
had passed that way latel}', and seen all ai*ound enlivened by the 
appearances of mirth and festivity, is desirous to know what had 
changed so gay a scene into mourning. We preserve the reply 
of the servant as a specimen of Mr Symson’s verses, which are 
not of the first quality : — 

“ Sir, *ti8 truth you 've told. 

We did enjoy great mirth ; but now, ah me ' 

Our joyful song’s turn’d to an elegie 
A viituous lady, not long since a bnde, 

Was to a hopeful plant by miirriHge tied, 

And brought home hither. We did all rejoiro, 

Even for her sake Hut presently our voice 
Was turn’d to mourning fur that little time 
That she’d enj<>y : She waned iii her pnme. 

For Atropos, with her impartial knife. 

Boon cut her thread, and therenitiml her life ; 

And for the time we may it well remember. 

It being m unfortunate September; 

Where 've must leave her till the resurrection, 

’Tu> then the Saints enjoy their full perfection.” * 

Mr Syrason also poured forth his elegiac strains upon the &te 
of the widowed bridegroom, on which subject, after a long and 
querulous efiusion, the poet arrives at the sound conclusion, that 
if Baldoon had walked on foot, which it seems was his general 
custom, he would have escaped perishing by a fall from horse- 
back. As the work in which it occurs is so scarce as almost to 
be unique, and as it gives us the most fuU account of one of the 

* This elegy it reprinted In the appendix to a topographical work by the rame 
author, entitled ”A Large Description of Galloway, by Andrew Symson, 
Minister of Klrkinner," 8vo, Taits, Edinburgh, loa.’k The reverend gentle- 
man’s elegies are extremely rare, uw did the author ever see a copy but his own. 
which is bound up with the Tripatriarchicon, a religious poem from the Biblical 
Illitoiy, by the mme author. 
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actors in this tragic tale which we have rehearsed, we will, at the 
risk of being tedious, insert some short specimens of Mr Symson’s 
composition. It is entitled, — 

" A FuneralvElegie, occasioned by the sad and much lamented 
death of that v^orthily respected, and very much accomplished 
gentleman, David Dunbar, younger of Baldoon, only son and 
apparent heir to the right worshipful Sir David Dunbar of Bal- 
doon, Kniglit Baronet. He departed this life on March 28, 1682, 
having received a bruise by a fall, as he was riding the day pre- 
ceding betwixt Leith and Holy-Rood-House ; and was honourably 
interred in the Abbey church of Holy-Rood-House, on April 4, 
1682.” 


“ Men might, and veiy justly too, conclude 
Mo guilty of tlie worst ingratitude, 

Should I be silent, or should I forbear 
At this sad accident to shed a tear ; 

A tear ' said I nh ! that ’s a petit thing, 

A very lean, slight, slender offering. 

Too mean, I 'm sure, for me, wherewith t 'attend , 

The unexpected funeral of my friend — 

A glass of briny tears charged up to th’ brim, 

Would bo too tew for me to died for him " 

The poet proceeds to state his intimacy with the deceased, and 
the constancy of the young man’s attendance on public worship, 
which was regular, and had such effect upon two or three others 
that were influenced by his example, 

“ So that my Muse 'gainst Piiscian avers, 

ITe, only he, were my panshionors ; 

Yea, and my only liearere.” 

He then describes the deceased in person and manners, from 
which it appears that more accomplisliments were expected in 
the compositldn of a fine gentleman in ancient than modern 
times : 

*' His body, though not very large or tail. 

Was spriglitly, active, yea and strong withal. 

Ills constitution was, if right I 've guess’d, 

HInod mixt witli choler. said to be the best. 

In ’s gesture, converse, speech, discoimse, attire. 

Ho practis’d tliat wliicli wise men still admire. 

Commend, and recommend. What 's ttiat ^ you '1 say , 

'Tis tins : Ho ever choos’d the middle way 
'Twixt both th’ extremes. Aroost In ev’ry t hing 
He did the like, ’tis worth our noticing : 

Sparing, yet not a niggard ; liberal. 

And ye^ not lavish or a prodigal. 
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As knowing when to spend and when to spare ; 

And that 's a lesson which not many are 
Acquainted with. He bashful was, yet daring 
When ho saw cause, and yet therein but sparing 
Familiar, yet not common, for ho knew 
To condescend, and keep his distance too. 

He us’d, and that most commonly, to go 
On foot ; 1 wish that he had still done so. 

Til’ affairs of court were unto him wcli known : 

And yet mean while he slighted nut his own. 

He knew full well how to behave at court. 

And yet but seldome did thereto resort ; 

But lov'd the country life, ciioos’d to inure 
Himself to past 'rage and agriculture ; 

Proving, improving, ditching, trenching, draining, 
Viewing, reviewing, and by those means gaining; 
Planting, tmnsplantiug, levelling, erecting 
Walls, cliaiiibers, houses, terraces ; projecting 
Now tins, now that device, this draught, that measure, 
That might advance his profit with his pleasure. 

Quick in ills bargains, iioiiest in commerce, 

Just in his dealings, being much averse 
From quirks of law, still ready to refer 
His cause t’ an honest country arbiter. 
lie was acquainted with cosmography, 

Arithmetic, and modem history ; 

With architecture and such arts as these, 

Which I may call specihck sciences 
Fit fur a gentleman ; and surely he 
That knows them not, at least in some degree, 

May brook the title, but he wants the thing, 

Is but a shadow scarce worth noticing 

lie learned the French, be 't spoken to bis praise, 

In very htlle more than fourty days " 


Then comes the full burst of vro, in which, instead of saying 
much himself, the poet informs us what the ancients would have 
baid on such an occasion : 


“ A heathen poet, at the news, no doubt, 

Would iiave exclaimed, and furiously cry’d out 
Against the fates, tlie destinies and stairs, 

Wiiat I this the effect of planetarie warrs ! 

We might have seen him rage and rave, yea worse, 
' Tis very like we might iiave heard lilm curse 
The year, tlie montli, the day, the hour, the place, 
The company, the wager, and the race ; 

Decry all recreations, witli Uie names 
Of Isthmian, Pythuin, and Olympic games ; 
Exclaim against them aii both old and new. 

Both the Nenissan and the Lethean too : 

Adjudge all persons under higliest pain. 

Always to walk on foot, and tlien again 
Order all horses to be hough’d, that we 
Might never more the like adventure see.” 
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Supposing our readers have had enough of Mr Symson's 
verses, and finding nothing more in his poem worthy of tran- 
scription, we return to the tragic story. 

It is needless to point out to the intelligent reader, that the 
witchcraft of t^e mother consisted only in the ascendency of a 
powerful mind over a weak and melancholy one, and that the 
harshness with which she exercised her superiority in a case of 
delicacy, had driven her daughter first to despair, then to frenzy. 
Accordingly, the author has endeavoured to explain the tragic tale 
on this principle. Whatever resemblance Lady Ashton may be 
supposed to possess te the celebrated Dame Margaret Ross, the 
reader must not suppose that there was any idea of tracing the 
portrait of the first Lord Viscount Stair in the tricky and mean- 
spirited Sir William Ashton. Lord Stair, whatever might be his 
moral qualities, was certainly one of the first statesmen and 
lawyers of his ago. 

The imaginary castle of Wolf’s Crag has been identified by 
some lover of locality with that of Fast Castle. The author is not 
competent to judge of the resemblance betwixt the real and 
imaginary scene, having never seen Fast Castle except from the 
sea. But fortalices of this description are found occupying, like 
osprey’s nests, projecting rocks, or promontories, in many parts 
of the eastern coast of Scotland, and the position of Fast Castle 
seems certainly to resemble that of Wolf’s Crag as much as any 
other, while its vicinity to the mountain ridge of Lammermoor, 
renders tlie assimilation a probable one. 

We liave only to add, that the death of the unfortunate bride- 
groom by a fall from horseback, has been in the novel transferred 
to tlie no less unfortunate lover. 
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CHAPTER I. 

By cauk and keel to win your bread, 

Wi* wliignialecnoe for them wha need, 

Whilk IS a gentle trade indeed 

To carry the gabcrluueie on. 

Old Song 

Few have been in my secret while I was compiling these nar- 
ratives, nor is it probable that they will ever become public during 
the life of tlieir author. Even were that event to happen, I am 
not ambitious of the honoured distinction, digito momtrari. I 
confess, that, were it safe to cherish such dreams at all, I should 
more enjoy the thought of remaining behind the curtain unseen, 
like the ingenious manager of Punch and his wife Joan, and 
enjoying the astonishment and conjectures of my audience. Then 
might I, percliance, hear the productions of the obscure Peter 
Pattieson praised by the judicious, and admired by tlie feeling, 
engrossing the yoimg, and attraetmg even the old ; while the critic 
traced their fame up to some name of literary celebrity, and the 
question when, and by whom, these tales were written, filled up 
the pause of conversation in a hundred circles and coteries. This 
1 may never enjoy during my lifetime ; but farther than this, I 
am certain, my vanity should never induce me to aspire. 

I am too stubborn in habits, and too little polished in manners, 
to envy or aspire to the honours assigned to my literary contem- 
poraries. I could not think a vrhit more highly of myself, were I 
oven found worthy to “ come in place as a lion,” for a winter in 
the great metropolis. 1 could not rise, turn round, and shew all 
my honours, from the shaggy mane to the tufted tail, roar you an 
’twere any nightinpde, and so lie down again like a well-behaved 
beast of show, and all at the cheap and easy rate of a cup of 
coffee, and a slice of bread and butter as thin as a wafer. And 
t could ill stomach tiie fulsome flattery with which the lady of the 
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evening; indulges her show-monsters on such occasions^ as she 
crams her parrots with sugar-plums, in order to make them talk 
before company. I cannot be tempted to “ come aloft” for these 
marks of distinction, and, like imprisoned Sampson, I would 
rather remain — if sutth must be tlie alternative — all my life in 
the mllLhouse, grindingVor my very bread, than be brought forth 
to make sport for the Philistine lords and ladies. This proceeds 
from no dislike, real or affected, to the aristocracy of these realms. 
But they have their place, and I have mine ; and, like the iron 
and^ earthen vessels in the old fable, we can scarce come into 
collision without my being the sufferer in every sense. It may 
be otherwise with the sheets which I am now writing. These 
mav be opened and laid aside at pleasure ; by amusing themselves 
with tlie perusal, the great will excite no false hopes ; by neglecting 
or condemning them, they will inflict no pain ; and how seldom 
can they converse with those whose minds have toiled for their 
delight, without doing either the one or the other. 

In tiie better and wiser tone of feeling, which Ovid only 
expresses in one line to retract in that which follows, I can address 
these quires — 

Parve, nee invjdeo, $ine me, liher, ibit in urbetn. 

Nor do I join the regret of the illustrious exile, that he himself 
could not in person accompany the volume, which he sent forth 
to the mart of literature, pleasure, and luxury. Were there not 
a hundred similar instances on record, the fate of my poor friend 
and schoolfellow, Dick Tinto, would be sufficient to warn me 
against seeking happiness, in the celebrity which attaches itself to 
a successful cidtivator of the fine arts. 

Dick Tinto, when he wrote himself artist, was wont to deri>e 
his origin from the ancient family of Tinto, of that ilk, in Lanark- 
shire, and occasionally Unted that he had somewhat derogated 
from his gentle blood, in using the pencil for liis principal mea'is 
of support. But if Dick’s pedigree was correct, some of his 
ancestors must have saflTered a more heavy derlension, since tlie 
good man his father executed the necessary, and, I trust, the 
honest, but certainly not very distinguished employment, of tailor 
in ordinal^ to the village of Langdirdum in the west. Under his 
humble roof was Bichimd bom, and to his father’s humble trade 
was Richard, greatly contrary to his Inclination, early indentured. 
Old Mr Tinto had, however, no reason to congratulate himself 
upon having compelled the youthful genius of & son to forsake 
its natoral bent. He fared like the schoolboy, who attempts to 
stop with his fingCT the spout of a water cistern, while the stream, 
exaroerated at this compressioD, escapes by a ^ousand uncalcu- 
lated shirts, and wets him all over for his pains. Even so fared 
the senior Tinto, when h|s hopeful apprentice not only exhausted 
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all the chalk in making sketches upon the shopboard, but even 
executed several caricatures of his father’s best customers, who 
began loudly to murmur, that it was too hard to have their 
persons deformed by the vestments -of the father, and to be at the 
same time turned into ridicule by the pencil of the son. This led 
to discredit and loss of practice, until the old tailor, yielding to 
destiny and to the entreaties of his son, permitted him to attempt 
his fortune in a line for which he was better qualified. 

There was about this time, in the village of Langdirdura, a 
peripatetic brother of the brush, who exercised his vocation svh 
Jote fiigidoy the object of admiration to all the boys of the village, 
bat especially to Dick Tinto. The age had not yet adopted, 
amongst other unworthy retrenchments, that illiberd measure of 
economy, which, supplying by written characters the lack of 
symbolical representation, clos^ one open and easily accessible 
avenue of instruction and emolument against the students of the 
fine arts. It was not yet permitted to write upon the plastered 
door-way of an alehouse, or tlie suspended sign of an inn, “ The 
Old Magpie,” or “ The Saracen’s Head,” substituting that cold 
description for the lively effigies of the plumed chatterer, or the 
turban’d frown of the terrific soldan. That early and moi-e 
simple age considered alike the necessities of all ranks, and 
depicted the symbols of good cheer so as to be obvious to all 
capacities ; well judging, that a man who could not i‘cad a syllable, 
might nevertheless love a pot of good ale as well as his better 
educated neighbours, or even as the parson himself. Acting upon 
this liberal prmciple, publicans as yet hung forth the painted 
emblems of ^eir calling, and sign-painters, if they seldom feasted, 
did not at least absolutely starve. 

To a worthy of this decajed profession, as we have already 
intimated, Dick Tinto became an assistant ; and thus, as is not 
unusual among heaven-bom geniuses in this department of the 
fine arts, began to paint before he had any notion of drawing. 

His talent for observing nature soon induced him to rectify the 
errors, and soar above the instructions, of his teacher. Ho par- 
ticularly shone in painting horses, that being a favourite sign in 
the Scottish villages ; and, in tracing his progress, it is beautiful 
to observe, how by degrees he learned to shorten the backs, and 

E rolong the legs, of these noble animals, until they came to look 
»s like crocodiles, and more like nags. Detraction, which 
always pursues merit with strides proportioned to its advance- 
ment, has indeed alle^d, that Dick once upon a time painted a 
horse with five legs, instead of four. I might have rested his 
defence upon the licence allowed to that branch of his profession, 
which, as it permits all sorts of ringular and irregular combina- 
tions, may be allowed to extend itself so far as to bMtow a limb 
supernumerary on a &vourite subject. But the cause of a de- 
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ceased friend is sacred ; and 1 disdain to bottom it so superficially. 

I have visited the sign in question, which yet swings exalted m 
the village of Langdirdum ; and I am ready to deponC upon oath, 
that what has been idly mistaken or misrepresented as being the 
fifth leg of the horse, js, in fact, the tail of that quadruped, and, 
considered with reference to the posture in which he is delineated, 
forms a circumstance, introduced and managed with great and 
successful, though daring art. The nag being represented in a 
rampant or rearing posture, the tail, which is prolonged till it 
touches the ground, appears to form a point d* appuiy and gives 
the firmness of a tripod to the figure, without which it would be 
difficult to conceive, placed as the feet are, how the courser could 
maintain his ground without tumbling backwards. This bold 
conception has fortunately fallen into the custody of one by whom 
it is duly valued ; for, when Dick, in his more advanced state 
of proficiency, became dubious of the propriety of so daring a 
deviation from the established rules of art, and was desirous to 
execute a picture of the publican himself in exchange for tiiis 
juvenile production, the courteous offer was declined by his judi- 
cious employer, who had observed, it seems, that when his ale 
failed to do its duty in conciliating his guests, one glance at his 
sign was sure to put them in good humour. 

It would bo foreign to my present purpose to trace the steps by 
which Dick Tinto improved his touch, and corrected, by the rules 
of art, the luxuriance of a fervid imagination. The scales fell from • 
his eyes on viewing the sketches of a contemporary, the Scottish 
Teniers, as Wilkie has been deservedly styled. He threw down 
the brush, took up the crayons, and, amid hunger and toil, and 
suspense and uncertainty, pursued the path of his profession 
under better auspices than those of his original master. Still the 
first rude emanations of his genius (like the nursery rhymes of 
Pope, could these be recovered! will be dear to the companions of 
Dick Tinto’s youth. There is a tankard and gridiron painted 
over the door of an obscure change-house in the Back-wynd of 
Gandercleugh — But 1 feel I must tear myself from the subject, 
or dwell on it too long. 

Amid his wants and straggles, Dick Tinto had recourse, like 
his bretiiren, to levying that tax upon the vanity of mankind 
which he could not extract from their taste and liberality — in a 
word, he painted portraits. It was in this more advanced state 
of proficiency, when Dick had soared above his original line of 
buweas, and highly disdained anyallurionto it, that, after having 
been estranged for several yeare, we again met in the vill^ of 
Gandercleugh, I holding my present situation, and Dick pamting 
copies of the human face divine at a guinea per head. This was 
a small premuim, yet, in the first burst of business, it more than 
sufficed for all Dick’s ^moderate wonts ; so that he occupied an 
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apartment at the Wallace Inn, cracked his jest with impunity 
even upon mine host himself^ and lived in respect and observance 
with the chambermaid, hostler, and waiter. 

Those halcyon days were too serene to last long. When his 
honour the Laird of Gandercieugh, with bis wife and three 
daughters, the minister, the gauger, mine esteemed patron Mr 
Jedediah Cleishbotham, and some round dozen of the feuars and 
fanners, had been consigned to immortality by Tinto’s brush, 
custom began to slacken, and it wes impossible to wring more 
than crowns and half-crowns from the hard hands of the peasants, 
whose ambition led them to Dick’s painting room. 

Still, tliough the horizon was overclouded, no storm for some 
time ensued. Mine host had Christian faith with a lodger, who 
had been a good paymaster as long as he had the means. And 
from a portrait of our landlord himself, grouped witli his wife and 
daughter, in the style of Reubens, wliich suddenly appeared in tiio 
best parlour, it was evident that Dick bad found some mode of 
bartering art for the necessaries of h‘fe. 

Nothing, however, is more precarious than resources of this 
nature. It was observed, that Dick became in bis turn the 
whetstone of mine host's wit, without venturing cither at defence 
or retaUation ; that his easel was txansferred to a garret-room, 
in wliich there was scarce space for it to stand upright ; and that 
he no longer ventured to join the weekly club, of which he had 
been once the life and soul. In short, Dick Tinto’s friends feared 
that he had acted like the animal called the sloth, which, having 
eaten up the last green leaf upon the tree where it hasestablislied 
itself, ends by tumbling down from the top, and dying of inani- 
tion. I ventured to hint this to Dick, recommended his trans- 
ferring tho exercise of his inestimable talent to some other 
sphere, and forsaking tho common which he might be said to 
have eaten bare. 

“ There is an obstacle to my change of residence,” said my 
friend; grasping my hand with a look of solemnity. 

hill due to my landlord, 1 am afraid!” replied I, with 
heartfelt sympathy ; if any pari of my slender means can assist 
in this emergence ” 

“No, by the soul of Sir Joshua 1” answered the generous 
youth, “ I will never involve a friend in the consequences of my 
own misfmrtune. There is a mode by which I can regain my 
liberty ; and to creep even through a common sower, is better 
than to remain in prison.” 

I did not perfectly understand wliat my friend meant. The 
muse of painting appeared to have fuled him, and what other 
goddess he could invoke in his distress, was a mysteiy to me. 
We parted, however, without farther explanation, and 1 did not 
again aoe 1^ until &ree days after, when he summoned me to 
voi. VIII. B 
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partake of the foy with which lus landlord proposed to regale him 
ore his departure for Edinburgh. 

I found Dick in high spirits, whistling while he buckled the 
small knapsack, which contained his colours, brushes, pallets, and 
clean shirt. That he parted on the best terms with mine host, 
was chvious froqx^ho cold beef set forth in the low parlour, 
flanked by two mugs of admirable brown stout ; and I own my 
curiosity was excited concerning the means through which the 
face of my friend’s affairs had been so suddenly improved. I did 
not suspect Dick of dealing with the devil, and by what eartlily 
means he had extricated himself thus happily, 1 was at a tot^ 
loss to conjecture. 

He perceived iny curiosity, and took me by the hand. “ My 
friend,’’ he said, “fain would I conceal, even from you, the 
degradation to which it has been necessary to submit, in order to 
accomplish an honourablo retreat from Gandcrcleugh. But what 
avails attempting to conceal that, which must needs betray itself 
even by its superior excellence 1 All the village — all the parish 
— all the world — will soon discover to what poverty has reduced 
Richard Tinto.” 

A sudden thought here struck me — 1 had observed that our 
landlord wore, on that memorable morning, a pair of bran new 
velveteens, instead of his ancient thicksets. 

“ What,” said I, drawuig my right hand, with the forfe-finger 
and thumb, pressed together, nimbly from my right haunch to my 
left shoulder, “ you have condescended to resume the patem^ 
arts to whrch you were first bred — long stitches, ha, Dick ?” 

He repelled this imiucky conjecture with a frown and a pshaw, 
indicative of indignant contempt, and leading me into another 
room, shewed me, resting against the wall, the majestic head of 
Sir William Wallace, grim as when severed from the trunk by 
the orders of the felon Edward. 

The painting was executed on boards of a substantial thickness, 
and the top decorated with irons, for suspending the honoured 
efligy upon a sign-pest. 

“ There,” ho said, “ my friend, stands the honour of Scothmd, 
and my t^ame — yet not so — rather the shame of those, who, 
instead of encouraging art in its proper sphere, reduce it to these 
unbecoming and unworthy extremities.” 

T endeavoured to smooth the ruffled feelings of my misused and 
indignant friend. 1 reminded him, that he ought not, like the 
stag in the fable, to despise the quality which had extricated him 
from difficulties, in which his toleiits, as a portrait or landscape 
painter, had been found unavailing. Above all, 1 praised the 
execution, as W'oll as conception, of bis painting, and reminded 
him, that far from feeling dishonoured by so superb a specimen 
of hia talents being exposed to the general view of the public, ho 
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ought rather to congratulate himself upon tho augmentation of 
his celebrity, to which its public exhibition must necessarily give 
rise. 

“ You are right, my friend — you are right,” replied poor Dick, 
his eye kindling with enthusiasm ; " why should 1 shun the name 
of an — an” — (he hesitated for a phrase)— “an out-of-doors 
artist { Hogarth has introduced himself in that character in one 
of his best engravings — Domenichino, or somebody else, in 
ancient times — Moreland in our own, have exercised their talents 
in this manner. And wherefore limit to the rich and higher 
classes alone the delight which tlie exhibition of works of art is 
calculated to inspire into all classes 1 Statues are placed in the 
open air, why should Fainting be more mggardly in displaying 
her master-pieces than her sister Sculpture 1 And yet, my 
friend, we must part suddenly; the carpenter is coming in an 
hour tq> put up the — the emblem ; and truly, with all my phDo- 
sophy, and your consolatory encouragement to boot, I would 
rather wish to leave Gandercleugh before that operation com- 
mences.” 

We partook of our genial host's parting banquet, and I 
escorted Dick on his walk to Edinburgh. We parted about a 
mile from tlie village, just as wo heard the distant cheer of the 
boys which accompanied tlie mounting of the new symbol of the 
Wallace-Head. Dick Tinto mended his pace to get out of heating 
— so little had either early practice or recent ^ilosophy recon- 
ciled him to the character of a sign-painter. 

In Edinburgh, Dick’s talents were discovered and appreciated, 
and he received dinners and hints from several distinguished 
judges of the hne arts. Dot these gentlemen dispensed their 
criticism more willingly tlian their cash, and Dick thought he 
needed casli more than criticism. He tliereforc sought London, 
tlie universal mart of talent, and where, as is usu^ in general 
marts of most descriptions, much more of each commodity is 
exposed to sale tlian can ever find purchasers. 

Dick, who, in serious earnest, was suppo^d to have considerable 
natural talents fur his profession, and whose vain and sanguine 
disposition never permitted him to doubt for a moment of ultimate 
success, threw himself headlong into the crowd which jostled and 
struggled for notice and preferment. He elbowed others, and 
was elbowed himself ; and finally, by (tint of intrepidity, fought 
his way into some notice, painted for the prize at tlie Institution, 
had pictures at the exhibition at Somerset-house, and damned 
the Imnging committee. But poor Dick was doomed to lose the 
field he fought so gallantly. In the fine arts, there is scarce an 
alternative betwixt distinguished success and absolute failure ; 
and as Dick’s zeal and industry were unable to ensure the first, 
he fell into the distresses which, in his condition, were the natural 
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consequences of the latter alternative. He vras for a time 
patronized by one or two of those judicious persons who make a 
virtue of being singular, and of pitching their own opinions 
against those of the world in matters of taste and criticism. But 
they soon tired of poor Tinto, and laid him down as a load, upon 
the principle of which a spoilt child throws away its plaything. 
Misery, 1 fear, took'him up, and accompanied him to a premature 
grave, to which he was carried from an obscure lodging m 
Swallow-street, where he had been dunned by his lan<Uady 
within doors, and watched by bailiffs without, until death came 
to his relief. A corner of the Morning Post noticed his death, 
generously adding, that his manner displayed considerable genius, 
^ough his style was rather sketchy ; and referred to an adver- 
tisement, which announced that Mr Varnish, a well-known 
printseller, had still on hand a very few drawings and pmntings 
by Richard Tinto, Esquire, which those of the nobility and 
gentry, who might wish to complete their collections of modern 
art, were invited to visit without dclav. So ended Dick Tinto I 
a l^entable proof of the great truth, that in the fine arts medio- 
crity is not permitted, and that he who cannot ascend to the 
very top of the ladder, will do well not to put his foot upon it 
at ah. 

The memory of Tinto is dear to me, from the recollection of 
the many conversations which we have had togctlier, most of 
them turning upon roy present task. He was delighted with my 
progress, and talked of an ornamented and illustrated edition, 
with heads, vignettes, and etda de lampe^ all to be designed hy his 
own patriotic and friendly pencil. He prevailed upon an old 
sergeant of invalids to sit to him in the character of Bothwell, 
the hfe-guard's-man of Charles the Second, and the bell-man of 
Gandercleugh in that of David Deans. But while he tlius pro- 
posed to unite his own .powers with mine for the illustratiDn of 
these narratives, he mixed many a dose of salutary criticism with 
tlie panegyrics which my composition was at times so fortunate as 
to call forth. • 

“Your characters,” he said, “my dear Fattieson, make too 
much use of the gob box; they paUer too much — (an elegant 
phraseology, which Dick had learned while painting the scenes of 
an itinerant company of dayezu) — there is nothing in whole 
pages but mere diet and dmlogue.** 

“ The ancient philosopher,” smd I in reply, “ was wont to say, 

* Speaik, tliat 1 may know ^ee and how is it posublc for an 
author to introduce his peraonoe dramatia to his readers in a 
more interesting and effectual manner, than by the dialogue 
in which each is represented as supporting his own appropriate 
diaraoterl” 

“ It is a frlse condjosion,” said Tinto ; “ 1 hate it, Peter, as I 
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hate an unfilled cann. I will grant you, indeed, that speech is a 
faculty of some value in the intercourse of human affairs, and 1 
will not even insist on the doctrine of that Pythagorean toper, 
who was of opinion, that over^ bottle speaking spoiled conversa- 
tion. But 1 will not allow that a professor of the fine arts has 
occasion to embody the idea of his scene in language, in order to 
impress upon the reader its realitv and its effect. On the con- 
Jrary, I will be judged by most of your readers, Peter, should 
these tales ever become public, whether you have not given us a 
page of talk for every single idea which two words might have 
communicated, while the posture, and manner, and incident, 
accurately drawn, and brought out by appropriate colouring, 
would have preserved all that was worthy of preservation, and 
saved these everlasting said he ’s and said she ’s, witli which it 
has been your pleasure to encumber your pages.” 

1 replied, that he confounded the operations of the pencil and 
the pen; that the serene and silent art, as painting has been 
called by one of our first living poets, necessarily appealed to the 
eye, because it had not the organs for addrossing the ear; whereas 
poetry, or tliat species of composition which approached to it, lay 
under the necessity of doing absolutely the reverse, and addressed 
itself to the ear, for the purpose of exciting that mterest which it 
could not attain through the medium of tlie eye.” 

Dick was not a whit staggered by my argument, which he 
contended was founded on misrepresentation. “ Description,” ho 
said, ** was to the author of a romance exactly what drawing and 
tinting were to a painter ; words were his colours, and, if properly 
employed, they could not fail to place the scene, which he wished 
to conjure up, as effectually before the mind’s eye, as the tablet 
or canvass presents it to the bodily organ. The same rules,” he 
contended, ‘‘‘ applied to both, and an exuberance of dialogue, in 
the former case, was a verbose and laborious mode of composition 
which went to confound the proper art of fictitious narrative with 
that of the drama, a widely different species of coroposilion, of 
which dialogue was the very essence, because all, excepting the 
language to be made use of, was presented to the eye by the 
dresses, and persons, and actions of the performers upon the 
stage. But as nothing,” siud Dick, can be more dull than a 
long nanutive written upon the plan of a drama, so where you 
have approached most near to t^t species of composition, by 
indulging in prolonged scenes of mere conversation, the course of 
your story has become chill and constrained, and you have lost 
the power of arresting the attention and exciting the imagination, 
in which upon other occasionB you may be considered as having 
succeeded tolerably well.” 

I made my bow in requital of the compliment, which was 
probably thrown in by way of plaeebOf and expressed myseif 
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willing at least to make one trial of a more straight-forward style 
of composition, in which my actors should do more, and say less, 
than in my former attempts of this kind. Dick gave me a patro- 
nizing and approving nod, and observed, that, finding me so 
docile, he would communicate, for the benefit of my muse, a 
subject which he had studied with a view to his own art. 

" i'he story,” lie said, “ was, by tradition, affirmed to be truth, 
although as upwards of a hundred years h^ passed away since 
the events took place, some doubts upon tlie accuracy of all the 
particulars might be reasonably entertained.” 

When Dick Tinto had thus spoken, he rummaged his portfolio 
for the sketch from which he proposed one day to execute a 
picture of fourteen feet by oi^ht. The sketch, which was cleverly 
executed, to use the appropriate phrase, represented an ancient 
hall, fitted up and furnished in what we now call the taste of 
Queen Elizabeth’s age. The light, admitted from the upper part 
of a high casement, fell upon a female figure of exquisite beauty, 
who, in an attitude of speechless terror, appeared to watch the 
issue of a debate betwixt two other persons. The one was a 
young man, in the Vandyke dress common to the time of Charles 
I., who, with an air of indignant pride, testified by the manner in 
which he raised his head and extended his arm, seemed to be 
urging a claim of right, rather than of favour, to a lady, whose 
age, and some resemblance in their features, pointed her out as 
the mother of the younger female, and who appeared to hsten 
with a mitture of displeasure and impatience. 

Tinto produced his sketch with an air of mysterious triumph, 
and gazed on it as a fond parent looks upon a hopeful child, while 
he anticipates the future figure he is to make m die world, and 
the height to which he will raise the honour of his family. He 
held it at arras’ length from me, — he held it closer, — he placed 
it upon the top of a chest of drawers, closed the lower shutters of 
the casement, to a^ust a downward and favourable li^t, — fell 
back to the due distance, dragged me after him, — shaded tus face 
with his hand, as i^to exclude all but the fa'vnurite object, — and 
ended by spoiling a child’s copy book, which ho rolled np so as to 
serve for the daAened tube of an amateur. I fancy my expres- 
idons of enthusiasm had not been in proportion to his own, for he 
presently exclaimed with vehemence, “ Mr Pattieson, I used to 
think you had an e/e in your head.” 

, 1 vindicated my claim to the usual allowance of visual organs. 

" Yet, on my honour,” said Dick, “ 1 would swear you had 
been bom blind, since you have failed at the first glance to dis- 
cover the subject and meaning of that sketch. I do not mean to 
praise my own performance, I leave these arts to others ; I am 
smsible of my deficiencies, conscious that my drawing and 
colouring may be improved % the tune I intend to dedicate to 
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the art. But the conception — the expression — the positions — 
these tell the story to every one who looks at the sketch ; and if 
1 can finish the picture without diminution of the original concep- 
tion, the name of Tinto shall no more be smothered by the mists 
of envy and intrigue.” , 

I rephed, “ That I admired the sketch exceedingly ; but that 
to undemtand its full merit, 1 felt it absolutely necessai'y to be 
informed of the subject.” 

“ That is the very thing I complain of,” answered Tinto ; “ you 
have accustomed yourself so much to these creeping twilight 
details of yours, that you arc become incapable of receiving tliat 
instant and vivid flash of conviction, which darts on the mind 
from seeing tlie happy and expressive combinations of a single 
scene, and which gather from the position, attitude, and counte- 
nance of the moment, not only the history of the past lives of the 
personages represented, and the nature of the business on which 
diey are immediately engaged, but lifts even Uie veil of futurity, 
and affords a shrewd guess at their future fortunes.” 

“ In that case,” replied I, “ Painting excels the Ape of the 
renowned Gines de Pas^amont, which only meddled with the past 
and the present ; nay, she excels tliat very Naturo who affords 
her subjects ; for I protest to you, Dick, that were I permitted to 
peep into that Elizabeth-chamber, and see the persons you have 
sketched conversing in flesh and blood, I should not be a jot 
nearer guessing the nature of their business, than I am at this 
moment while looking at your sketch. Only generally, from the 
languishing look of the young lady, and the care you have taken 
to present a very handsome leg on the part of the gentleman, I 
presume there is some reference to a love affair between them.” 

“ Do you really presume to form such a bold conjecture ?” 
said Tinto. “ And the indignant earnestness with which you see 
the man urge his suit — the unresisting and passive despair of the 
younger female — the stern air of inflexible determination in the 
elder woman, whose looks express at once consciousness that she 
is acting wrong, and a firm determination to persist in the course 
rile has adopted ” 

“ If her looks express all this, my dear Tinto,” replied I, inter- 
rupting him, your pencil rivals the dramatic art of Mr Puff in 
the Cntic, who crammed a whole complicated sentence into the 
expressive shake of Lord Burleigh’s head.” 

“ My good friend, Peter,” replied Tmto, “ I observe you are 
perfectly incorrigible ; however, I have compassion on your dul- 
ness, and am unwilling you should be deprived of the pleasure of 
understanding my picture, and of gaining, at the same time, a 
subject for your own pen. You must know then, last summon 
while I was taking sketches on tlie coast of East Lothian and 
Berwickshire, t was seduced into tlie mountains of Lammermoor 
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by the account I received of some remains of antiquity in that 
district. Those with which I was most struck, were the ruins of 
an ancient castlo in which that Elizabeth-chamber, as you call it^ 
once existed. I resided for two or three days at a farm-house in 
the neighbourhood, where the aged goodwife was well acquainted 
with the history-^ of the castle, and tlie events which had taken 
place in it. Ono of these was of a nature so interesting and 
singular, that my attention was divided between my wish to draw 
the old ruins in landscape, and to represent, in a history-piece, 
the singular events which have taken place in it. Here are my 
notes of tho talc,” said poor Dick, handing a parcel of loose 
scraps, partly scratched over with his pencil, partly with his pen, 
where outlines of caricatiues, sketches of turrets, mills, old 
gables, and dovecots, disputed the ground with his written 
memoranda. 

I proceeded, however, to decipher tho substance of the manu- 
script as well as I could, and wove it into tho following Tale, in 
which, following in part, though not entirely, my friend Tinto’s 
advice, I endeavoured to render my narrative rather descriptive 
than dramatic. My favourite propensity, however, has at times 
overcome me, and my persons, like many others in this talking 
world, speak now and then a great deal more than tliey act. 


CHAPTER II.’ 

Well, lord*, we have not got that which we have; 

’Tis not enough our foes arc thu tune fled, 
lleiiig opposites of such repairing nature 

Second Part of Henry YU 

In tho gorge of a pass or mountain glen, ascending from the 
fertile plains of East Lothian, there stood in former tin: ,>s an 
extensive castle, of^ which only the ruins ai-e now visible. Its 
ancient proprietors* were a race of powerful and warlike barons, 
who bore the same name with the castle itself, which was Ravens- 
wood. Their line extended to a remote period of antiquity, and 
they had intermarried with the Douglasses, Humes, Swiutons, 
Hays, and other fiunilies of power and distinction in the same 
country. Their history was frequently involved in Hiat of Scot- 
land itself, in whose annals their feats are recorded. The Castle 
of Ravenswood, occupying, and in some measure commanding, a 
pass betwixt Berwiebahire, or the Merse, as the souih-^tem 
province of Scotland is termed, and the Lothians, was of impor- 
tance both in times of foreign war and domestic discord. It was 
frequently besieged with ^our, and defended with obstinacy, 
and, of course, its ovmers played a conspicuous part in story. But 
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their house had its revolutions, like all sublunary things; it 
became greatly declined from its splendour about the middle of the 
] 7th century ; and towards the period of the Revolution, the last 
proprietor of Ravenswood Castle saw himself compelled to part 
with the ancient family seat, and to remove himself to a lonely 
and sea-beaten tower, which, situated on the bleak shores between 
Saint Abb’s Head and the village of Eyemouth, looked out on the 
lonely and boisterous German Ocean. A black domain of wild 
pasture-land surrounded their new residence, and formed the 
remains of their property. 

Lord Ravenswood, the heir of this ruined family, was far from 
bending his mind to his new condition of life. In the civil war of 
1^89, he had espoused the sinking side, and although he had 
escaped without the forfeiture of life or land, his blood had been 
attainted, and his title abolished. He was now called Lord 
Ravenswood only in courtesy. 

This forfeited nobleman inherited the pride and turbulence, 
though not the fortune of his house, and, as he imputed the final 
declension of his family to a particular individual, he honom'ed 
ttiat person with his full portion of hatred. This was the very 
man who had now become, by purchase, proprietor of Ravens- 
wood, and the domains of which the heir of tiie house now stood 
dispossessed. Ho was descended of a family much less ancient 
than that of Lord Ravenswood, and which had only risen to 
wealth and political importance during the great civil wars. Ho 
himself had been bred to the bar, and had held high otlices in the 
state, maintaining tlirough life the chai'acter of a skilful fisher in 
the troubled waters of a state divided by factions, and governed 
by delegated authority ; and of one who contrived to amass con- 
siderable sums of money in a country where there was but littlo 
to be gathered, and who equally knew the value of wealth, and 
the various means of augmenting it, and using it as an engine of 
increasing his power and influence. 

^hus qualified and mfted, he was a dangerous antagonist to the 
fierce and imprudent Ravenswood. Whether he had given him 
good cause for the enmity with which the Baron regarded him, 
was a point on which men spoke diflerently. Some said the 
quarrel arose merely from the vindictive spirit and envy of Lord 
mvenswood, who could not patiently behold another, though by 
just and fair purchase, become tiie proprietor of the estate and 
castio of his forefathers. But the greater part of the public, 
prone to slander the wealthy in their absence, as to flatter them 
in their presence, held a less charitable opinion. They said, that 
the Lord Keeper ( for to this height Sir William Ashton had 
ascended) liad, previous to the final purchase of the estate of 
Ravenswood, been concerned in extensive pecuniary transactions 
with the former proprietor; and, ratlier intimating what was 
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probable, than affirming any thing positively, they asked which 
party was likely to have the advantage in stating and enforcing 
the claims arising out of these complicated affairs, and more than 
hinted the advantages which tho cool lawyer and able politician 
must necessarily possess over the hut, fiery, and imprudent 
ohar^ter, whom he had involved in legal toils, and pecuniary 
anai^. ' ‘ 

Tho character of the times aggravated these suspicions. " In 
those days there was no king in Israel.” Since tlic departure of 
James VI. to assume the richer and more powerful crown of 
England, there had existed in Scotland contending parties, formed 
among the aristocracy, by whom, as their intrigues at the court of 
St James’s chanced to prevail, the delegated powers of sovereignty 
were alternately swayed. Ihe evils attending upon this system 
of government, resemble those which afilict the tenants of an 
Irish estate, the property of an absentee. There was no supremo 
power, claiming and possessing a general interest with the com* 
munity at large, to whom the oppressed might appeal from 
subordinate tyranny, either for justice or for mercy. Let a 
monarch be as indolent, as selfish, as much disposed to arbitrary 
power as he will, still, in a free country, his own interests are so 
clearly connected with those of the public at large, and the evil 
consequences to his own authority are so obvious and imminent 
when a different course is pursued, that common policy, as well 
as common feeling, point to the equal distribution of justice, and 
to the esUblishmeiit of the tlirone m righteousness. Thus, even 
sovereigns, remarkable for usurpation and tyranny, have been 
found rigorous in the administration of justice among their 
subjects, in cases where their own power and passions were not 
compromised. 

It is very different when the powers of sovereignty are delegated 
to the head of an aristocratic faction, rivalled and pressed closely 
in the race of ambition by an adverse leader. His Imef and 
precarious enjoyment of power must be employed in rewarding 
his partisans, in extending his influence, m oppi-essing and 
crushing his adversaries. Even Abon Hassan, tlie most disin- 
terested of all viceroys, forgot not, during bis caliphate of one 
day, to send a douceur of one thousand pieces of gold to his own 
household ; and the Scottish vicegerents, raised to power by the 
strength of their faction, failed not to embrace the same means of 
rewaraing them. 

The a^innistration of justice, in particular, was infected by tlie 
most f;ros8 partiahty. A case of importance scarcely occurred, 
in wh^ tliere was not some ground for bias or partiality on the 
part of the judges, who were so little able to withstand the 
t^ptation, that the adage, Shew me the man, and I will shew 
yOQ the law,” became as provident as it was scandalous. One 
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corruption led the way to others still more gross and profligate. 
The judge who lent his sacred authority in one case to support a 
' friend, and in anotlier to crush an enemy, and whose decisions 
were founded on family connections, or political relations, could 
not be supposed inaccessible to direct personal motives ; and the 
purse of ^e wealthy was too often believed to be thrown into the 
scale to weigh down the cause of the poor litigant. The subordi- 
nate ofBcers of the law atfected little scruple concerning bribery. 
Pieces of plate, and bags of money, were sent in presents to the 
king’s counsel, to influence tlieir conduct, and poured forth, says 
a contemporary writer, like billets of wood upon tlieir floors, 
without even the decency of concealment. 

In such times, it was not over uncharitable to suppose, that the 
statesman, practised in courts of law, and a powerful member of 
a triumphant cabal, might And and use means of advantage over 
his less skilful and less favoured adversary ; and if it had been 
supposed that ISir William Ashton’s conscience had been too 
delicate to profit by these advantages, it was believed that his 
ambition and desire of extending his wealth and consequence, 
found as strong a stimulus in tlic exhortations of his lady, as tiie 
daring aim of Macbeth m the days of }ore. 

Lady Ashton was of a family more distinguished than tliat of 
her lord, an advantage which she did not fail to use to the utter- 
most, in maintaining and extending her husband's influence over 
others, and, unless she was greatly belied, her own over him. 
She had been beautiful, and was stately and majestic in her 
appearance. Endowed by nature with strong powers and violent 
passions, experience had taught her to employ the one, and to 
conceal, if not to moderate, the other. She was a severe and 
strict observer of the external forms, at least, of devotion ; her 
hospitahty was splendid even to ostentation ; her address and 
manners, agreeable to the pattern most valued in Scotland at die 
period, were grave, dignified, and severely regulated by the 
rules of etiquette. Iler character had always been beyond the 
breath of slander. And yet, with all these qualities to excite 
respect, Lady Ashton was seldom mentioned in the terms of love 
or afiection. Interest, — the interest of her family, if not her 
own, — seemed too obviously the motive of her actions; and 
where this is the case, the sharp-judging and malignant public 
are not easily imposed upon by outward show. It was seen and 
ascertained, that, in her most graceful courtesies and compliments. 
Lady Ashton no more lost sight of her object, than the falcon in 
bis airy wheel turns his quick eyes from his destined qua^ ; 
and hence, something of doubt and suspicion qualified the feelings 
with which her equals received her attentions. With 
inferiors these feelings were mingled with fear ; an impression 
useful to her purposes, so fax as it enforced ready compliance 
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with her requests, and implicit obedience to her commands, but 
detrimental, because it cannot exbt with affection or regard. 

Even her husband, it is said, upon whose fortunes her talents 
and address had produced such emphatic influence, regarded her 
with respectful awe rather than confiding attachment ; and report 
said, there w^ times when he considered his grandeur as 
dearly purchased at the expense of domestic thraldom. Of this, 
however, much might be suspected, but little could be accurately 
known ; Lady Ashton regarded the honour of her husband as her 
own, and was well aware how much that would suffer in tlie public 
eye should he appear a vassal to his wife. In all her arguments, 
his opinion was quoted as infallible ; his taste was appealed to, and 
his sentiments received, with the air of deference which a dutiful 
wife might seem to owe to a husband of Sir William Ashton’s 
rank and character. But there was something under all this 
which rung false and hollow; and to those who watched this 
couple with close, and perhaps malicious scrutiny, it seemed 
evident, that, in the haughtiness of a firmer character, higher 
birth, and more decided views of aggrandizement, the lady looked 
with some contempt on the husband, and that he regarded her 
«dth jealous fear, rather than with love or admiration. 

Still, however, the leading and favourite interests of Sir William 
Ashton and his lady were the same, and they failed not to work 
in concert, although without cordiality, and to testify, in all 
exterior circumstances, that respect for each other, which they 
were aware was necessary to secure that of the public. 

Their union was crowned with several children, of whom three 
survived. One, the eldest son, was absent on his travels; the 
second, a girl of seventeen, and the third, a boy about three 
years younger, resided with their parents in Edinburgh, during 
the sessions of the Scottish Parliament and Privy-Council, at 
other times in the old Gothic castle of Ravenswood, to which the 
Lord Keeper had made large additions in the style of the seven- 
teenth century. 

Allan Lord Ravenswood, the late proprietor of that ancient 
mansion and tlie large estate annexed to it, continued for some 
tune to wage inefiectual war with his successor concerning various 
points to which their former transactions had given rise, and 
which were successively determined in favour of the wealthy and 
powerful competitor, until death closed the litigation, by sum- 
moning Ravenswood to a higher bar. The thread of life, which 
had beeii long wasting, gave way during a fit of violent and 
impotent fury, with which he was assailed on receiving the news 
of the loss of a cause, founded, perhaps, rather in equity than in 
law, the last which he had mmntained against his powerful 
antagonist. His son witnessed his dying agonies, and heard the 
curses which he bjceathed against 1^ ^versary, as if they had 
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conveyed to him a legacy of vengeance. Other circumstances 
happened to exasperate a pasnon, which was, and had long been, 
a prevalent vice in the Scottish disposition. 

It was a November morning, and the cliffs which overlooked 
the ocean were hung with thick and heavy mist, when the portals 
of the ancient and half-ruinous tower, in which Lord Ravenswood 
had spent the last and troubled years of his life, opened, that his 
mortiil remains might pass forward to an abode yet more dreai^ 
and lonely. The pomp of attendance, to which the deceased had, 
in his latter years, been a stranger, was revived as he was about 
to be consigned to the realms oi forgetfulness. 

Danner after banner, with the various devices and coats of this 
ancient family and its connections, followed each other in mourn- 
ful procession from under the low-browed archie ay of the court- 
yard. The principal genti^ of the country attended in the 
deepest mourning, and tempei’ed the pace of their long train of 
horses to the solemn march behtting the occasion. Trumpets, 
with banners of crape attached to them, sent forth tlieir long and 
melancholy notes to regulate the movements of the procesnon. 
An immense tram of inferior mourners and menials closed the 
rear, which had not yet issued from the castle-gate, when the 
van had reached the chapel where the body was to be deposited. 

Ckmtrary to the custom, and even to the law of the time, the 
body was met by a pnest of the Scottish Episcopal communion, 
arrayed in his surplice, and prepared to read over the coffin of 
the deceased the funeral service of the church. Such had been 
the desire of Lord Ravenswood in his last illness, and it was 
readily complied with by the tory gentlemen, or cavaliers, as they 
affected to style themselves, in which faction most of his kinsmen 
were enrolled. The presbyterian church-judicatory of the bounds, 
considering the ceremony as a bmvading insult upon tlieir autho- 
rity, had applied to tlie Lord Keeper, as the nearest privy- 
coimcillor, for a warrant to prevent its being carried into effect ; 
so tliat, when the clergyman had opened his prayer-book, an 
officer of the law, supported by some armed men, commanded him 
to be silent. An insult, which bred the whole assembly with 
indignation, was particularly and instantly resented bv the only 
son of the deceased, Edgar, popularly called the Master of 
Ravenswood, a youth of about twentv years of age. He cbpped 
his liand on his sword, and, bidding the official person to desist at 
his peril from farther interruption, commanded the clergyman to 
proceed. The man attempUid to enforce bis commission, but as 
an hundred swords at once glittered in the air, he contented him- 
self with protesting against the violence which had been offered 
to him in the execution of his duty, and stood aloof, a sullen and 
moody spectator of tlie ceremonial, muttering as one who duHild 
say, "You ’ll rue the day that clogs me with this answer.” 
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Tlie scene was worthy of an artist’s pencil. Under the very 
arch of the house of death, the clergyman, affrighted at the scene, 
and trembling for his own safety, hastily and unwillingly 
rehearsed the solemn service of the church, and spoke dust to 
dust, and ashes to ashes, over ruined pride and decayed prosperity. 
Aroi.nd stood fhe- relations of the deceased, their countenances 
more in anger than in sorrow, and the drawn swords which they 
brandished forming a violent contrast with their deep mourning 
habits. In the countenance of the young man alone, resentment 
seemed for the moment overpowered by the deep agony with 
which he beheld his nearest, and almost his only friend, consigned 
to the tomb of his ancestry. A relative observed him turn deadly 
pale, when, all rites being now duly observed, it became the duty 
of the chief mourner to lower down into the charnel vault, where 
mouldering coffins shewed their tattered velvet and decayed 
plating, the head of the corpse which was to be their partner in 
corruption. He stept to the youtli and offered his assistance, 
which, by a mute motion, Edgar Ravenswood rejected. Firmly, 
and without a tear, he performed that last duty. The stone was 
laid on the sepulchre, the door of the aisle was locked, and the 
youth took possession of its massive key. 

Aa the crowd left the chapel, he paused on the steps which led 
to its Gothic chancel. Gentlemen and friends,” he said, “ you 
have this day done no common duty to the body of your decea^ 
kinsman. - The rites of due observance, which, in other countries, 
are allowed as the due of the meanest Christian, would tliis day 
have been denied to the body of your relative — not certainly 
sprung of the meanest house in Scotland — had it not been 
assur^ to him by your courage. Others bury their dead in 
sorrow and tears, in silence and in reverence ; our funeral rites 
are marred by the intrusion of bailiffs and ruffians, and our grief 
— the grief due to our departed friend — is ch^d firom our 
cheeks by the glow of just indignation. But it is well that 2 .'mow 
from what quiver this arrow ^s come forth. It was only he that 
dug the grave who could have the mean cruelty to disturb the 
obsequies ; and Heaven do as much to me and more, if I requite 
not to tills man and his house the ruin and disgrace he has 
bron^t on me and mine 1” 

A numerous port of the assembly applauded this speech, as the 
spirited expression of just resentment', but the more cool and 
judicious regretted tliat it had been uttered. The fortunes of the 
heir of Ravenswood were too low to brave the farther hostility 
which they ima^ned these open expressions of resentment must 
neceasarily provoke. Their apprehensions, however, proved 
groundless, at least in the immediate consequences of this affair. 

The mourners returned to the tower, there, according to a 
custom but recently Abolished in Scotland, to carouse deep I^tlis 
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to fhe memory of the deceased, to make the house of sorrow ring 
with sounds of joviality and debauch, and to diminish, by the 
expense of a large and profuse entertainment, the limited revenues 
of the heir of him whose funerab they thus strangely honoured. 
It was the custom, however, and on the present occasion it was 
fully observed. The tables swam in wine, tlie populace feasted in 
the court-yard, the yeomen in the kitchen and buttery ; and two 
years’ rent of Ravenswood’s remaining property hardly defrayed 
the charge of the funeral revel. The wine did its office on all but 
the Master of Ravenswood, a title which he still retained, though 
forfeiture had attached to tliat of his fatlier. He, while passing 
around the cup which he himself did not taste, soon listen^ to a 
thousand exclamations against the Lord Keeper, and passionate 
protestations of attachment to himself, and to ffie honour of his 
house. He listened with dark and sullen brow to ebullitions 
which he considered justly as equally evanescent with the crimson 
bubbles on the brink of the goblet, or at least with the vapours 
which its contents excited in the brains of the revellers around 
him. 

When the last flask was emptied, they took their leave, with 
deep protestations — to bo forgotten on the morrow, if, indeed, 
those who made them should not think it necessary for their 
safety to make a more solemn retractation. 

Accepting their adieus witli an air of contempt wliich he could 
scarce conceal, Ravenswood at length beheld Ins ruinous habita- 
tion cleared of this confluence of x'iotous guests, and returned to 
the deserted hall, which now appeared doubly lonely from tho 
cessation of that clamom* to which it had so lately echoed. But 
its space was peopled by phantoms, which the imagination of the 
young heir conjured up before him — the tarnished honour and 
degreed fortunes of his house, the destruction of his own hopes, 
and tho triumph of that family by whom they had been ruined. 
To a, mind naturally of a gloomy cast, hero was ample room for 
meditation, and the musings of young Ravenswood were deep and 
unwitnessed. 

The peasant, who shews the ruins of the tower, which still 
crown the beetflng cliff and behold tlie war of the waves, though 
no more tenanted save by the sea-mew and cormorant, even yet 
affirms, that on this fatal night the Master of Ravenswood, by the 
bitter exclamations of his despair, evoked some evil fiend, under 
whose malignant influence ffie future tissue of incidents was 
woven. Alas ! what fiend can suggest more desperate counsels, 
than those adopted under the guidance of onr own violent and 
unresisted passions ? 
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CHAPTER III. 


Over Gods forebode, then nid the King, 

Ttiat thou aliouldst shoot nt me. 

y frtUuim Bell, Clm o’ the Cleugh, ^c. 

On ihe morning after the funeral, the legal officer, whose 
authority had been found insufficient to effect an interruption of 
the funeral Bolemnities of the late Lord Ravenawood, hastened to 
state before the Keeper the resistance which he had met with in 
the execution of his office. 

The statesman was seated in a imacious library, once a ban- 
queting-room in the old Castle of l^venswood, as was evident 
from the armorial insignia still displayed on the carved roof, 
which was vaulted with Spanish chestnut, and on the stained glass 
of the casement, through which gleamed a dim yet rich hght, on 
the long rows of shelves, bending under the weight of legal com* 
mentators and monkish historians, whose ponderous volumes 
formed the chief and most valued contents of a Scottish historian 
of the period. On the massive oaken table and reading-desk, lay 
a confu.sed mass of letters, petitions, and parchments ; to toil 
amongst which was the pleasure at once and the plague of Sir 
William A.shton*s life. His appearance was grave and even noble, 
well becoming one who held a high office in the state ; and it was 
not, save after long and intimate conversation with him upon 
topics of pressing and personal interest, tliat a stranger could have 
discovered something vacillating and uncertain in his resolutions ; 
an infirmity of purpose, arising from a cautious and timid dis- 
position, which, as he was conscious of its internal influence on 
his mind, he was, from pride as well as policy, most anxious to 
conceal from otliers. 

He listened with great apparent composure to an exa^Tafed 
account of the tumult which had taken place at the funer^, of the 
contempt thrown oft his own authority, and that of the church and 
state ; nor did he seem moved even by the faithful report of the 
insulting and threatening language which had been uttered by 
voting Ravenswobd and others, and obviously directed against 
himself. He heard, also, what the man had b^n able to collect, 
in a very distorted and aggravated shape, of the toasts which bad 
been drunk, and the menaces uttered, at the subsequent entertain- 
ment. In fine, he made careful notes of all these particulars, and 
of the names of the persons by whom, in case of need, an accusa- 
tion, founded upon these violent proceedings, could be witnessed 
and made good, and dismissed his informer, secure that he was 
now niBSter of tile remaining fortune, and even of the personal 
liberty, of young Ravenswood. 
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When the door liad closed upon the officer of the law, the Lord 
Keeper remained for a moment in deep meditation ; then, starting 
from his seat, paced the apartment as one about to take a sudden 
and energetic resolution. ** Young Ravenswood,” he muttered, 
** is now mine — he is my own — lie has placed himself in my 
hand, and he shall bend or break. I have not forgot the deter* 
mined and dogged obstinacy with which his father fought every 
point to the last, resisted every effort at compromise, embroiled 
me in lawsuits, and attempted to assail my character when he 
could not otherwise impugn my rights. This boy he has left 
behind him — this Edgar — this hot-headed, hair-brained fool, has 
wrecked his vessel before she has cleared the harbour. I must 
see that he gains no advantage of some turning tide which may 
again float him off. These memoranda, properly stated to the 
Privy Council, cannot but be construed into an aggravated riot, 
in which tlie ^gnity both of the civil and ecclesiastical authorities 
stand 'committed. A heavy fine might be imposed ; an order for 
committing him to Edinburgh or Blackness Castle seems not 
improper ; even a charge of treason might be laid on many of 
these words and expressions, though God mrbid 1 should prosecute 
the matter to that extent. No, I will not ; — I will not touch his 
life, even if it should be in my power ; — and yet, if he lives till a 
change of times, what follows! — Restitution — perhaps revenge. 
I know Athole promised his interest to old Itovenswood, and 
here is his son already bandying and making a faction by his 
own contemptible influence. What a ready tool he would be for 
the use of those who are watching the downfall of our adminbtra- 
tion !” 

While these thoughts were agitating the mind of the wily 
statesman, and while he was persuading himself that his own 
interest and safety, as well as those of his friends and party, de- 
pended on using the present advantage to the uttermost against 
young Ravenswood, the Lord Keeper sat down to his desk, and 
proceeded to draw up, for the information of the Privy Council, 
an account of the dirorderly proceedings which, in contempt of 
his warrant, had taken place at the funeral of Lord Ravens- 
wood. The names of most of the parties concerned, as well as 
the fact itself, would, he was well aware, sound odiously in the 
ears of hb colleagues in administration, and most likely instigate 
them to make an example of young Ravenswood, at least, in 
Urrorem. ^ 

It was a point of delicacy, however, to select such expressions 
as might infer the young man’s culpability, without seeming 
directly to urge it, which on the part of Sir William Ashton, his 
father’s ancient antagonist, could not but appear odious and invi- 
dious. While he was ia the act of composition, labouring to find 
words which might indicate Edgar Ravenswood to be too cause 

YOL. viii. c 



34 


TALES OF MY LAin)LORD. 


of the uproar, without specificaliy xnakinr auch a chaim, Sir 
William, in a pause of his task, chanced, in looking upward, to see 
the crest of the family, (for whose heir he was whetting the arrows, 
and dispodng t^tous of the law,) carved upon one of the cor* 
beilles firom whichNhe vaulted roof of the apartment sprung. It 
was a black bull’s head, with the legend, “ 1 bide my time y* and 
the occasion upon which it was adopted mingled itself singularly 
and impreanvely with the subject of his present reflections. 

It was said by a constant tradition, that a Malisius de Ravens- 
wood had, in the thhrteenth century, been deprived of bis castle 
and lands by a powerful usurper, who had for a while enjoyed 
his spoils in quiet. At longth, on the eve of a costly banquet, 
Ravenswood, who had watched his opportunity, introduced him- 
self into the castle with a small band of faithful retainers. The 
serving of the expected feast was impatiently looked for by the 
guests, and clamorously demanded by the temper^ master of 
we castle. Ravenswood, who had assumed the disguise of a sewer 
upon the occasion, answered, in a stem voice, " I bide my time 
and at the same moment a bull’s head, the andent symbol of 
death, was placed upon the table. The explosion of the con- 
spiracy took place upon the dgnal, and the usurper and his fol- 
lowere were put to death. Perhaps there was something in this 
still known and often repeated story, which came immediately 
home to the breast and conscience of the Lord Kee|)er; for, 
putting from him the paper on which he had begun his report, 
and carefully locking &e memoranda which he nad prepared, 
into a cabinet which stood beside him, he proceeded to walk 
abroad, as if for the purpose of collecting his ideas, and reflecting 
farther on the consequences of the step which he was about to 
take, ere yet they became inevitable. 

In passing tl^ugh a hu^ Gkithic anteroom, Sir William 
Ashton heard the sound of his daughter’s lute. Music, when the 
performers are concealed, aifects us with a pleasure mingled wUh 
surprise, and reminds us of the natural concert of birds amollg 
the leafy bowers. « The statesman, though little accustomod to 
give way to anoticms of this uatursd and simple class, was still a 
man and a &ther. He stopped, therefore, and listen^ while the 
silver tones of Lucy Ashton’s voice mingled with the acconmani- 
ment in an ancient air, to which some one had adapted the 
following words : — 


“ Look not tbou <m beauty's channing, _ 
Sit tliou Btiil when kings are arming, — . 
Taste not when the wine-cup glistens, — 
Speak not when the people listens,— 

Stop thine ear against the singer, — 

From the red gold keep thy linger,— 
Vacant hear^ and hand, and eye, — 

Easy lire and quiet die.". 
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The sounds ceased, and the Keeper entered his daaghter’s 
apartment. 

The words die had chosen seemed particularlv adapted to her 
character ; for Lucy Ashton’s exquisitely beautiw, yet somewhat 
girlish features, were formed to express peace of mind, serenity, 
and indifference to the tinsel of worldly pleasure. Her locks, 
which were of shadowy ^Id, ^vided on a brow of exquisite 
whiteness, like a gleam of broken and pallid sunshine upon a hill 
of snow. The expression of the countenance was in the last 
degree gentle, soft, timid, and feminine, and seemed rather to 
shrink from the most casual look of a strai^r, than to court his 
admiration. Something there was of a k^onna cast, perhaps 
the result of delicate h^th, and of residence in a family, where 
the dispositions of the inmates were fiercer, more active, and 
energetic, than her own. 

Yet>her passiveness of disposition was by no means owing to 
an indifferent or unfeeling mind. Left to the impulse of her own 
taste and feeling, Lucy Ashton was peculiarly accessible to those 
of a romantic iuust. Her secret delight was in the old legendary 
tales of ardent devotion and unalterable affection, chequered as 
they so often are with strange adventures and supernatural hor- 
rors. This was her favoured fairy realm, and um she erected 
her aerial palaces. But it was only in secret that she laboured 
at this delusive, though delightful architecture. In her retired 
chamber, or in the woodland bower which she had chosen for her 
own, and called after her name, she was in fancy distributing the 
prizes at the tournament, or raining down influence from her 
eyes on the valiant combatants ; or she was wandering in the 
wildemeas with Una, under escort of the generous lion ; or she 
was identifying herself with the simple, yet noble-minded 
Miranda, in the isle of wonder and enchantment. 

But in her exterior relations to things of this world, Lucy 
willmgly received the ruling impulse from those around her. 
The altemative was, in funeral, too indifferent to her to render 
resistance desirable, and she willingly found a motive for dedsion 
in the opinion of her friends, wmch perhaps she might have 
sought for in vain in her own choice. Every reader must have 
observed in some family of his acquaintance, some individual of 
a temper soft and yielding, who, mixed with stronger and more 
ardent minds, is borne along by the, will of others, with as little 
power of ^p^tion as the flower which is flung into a running 
stream. It usually happens that such a compliant and easy dis- 
position, which resigns itself without murmur to the guidance of 
others, becomes the darling of those to whose inclinations its own 
seem to be offered, in ungrudging and ready sacrifice. 

Thk was eminently the case with Lucy Ashton. Her politic, 
wary, and worldly fother, fdt for her an affection, the strength of 
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which sometimes surprised him into an unusual emotion. Her 
elder brother, who t^e the path of ambition with a haughtier 
step than his &tber, had also more of human affection. A soldier, 
and in a dissolutely:^, he preferred his sister Lucy even to plea- 
sure, and to military preferment and distinction. Her younger 
hrotaer, at an age when trifles chiefly occupied his mind, made 
her the confident of all his pleasures and anxieties, his success in 
field-sports, and his quarrels witii his tutor and instructors. To 
these details, however trivial, Lucy lent patient and not indiffe- 
rent attention. They moved and interested Henry, and that was 
enough to secure her ear. 

Her mother alone did not feel that distinguished and predomi- 
nating affection, with which the rest of the family cherished Lucy. 
She regarded what she termed her daughter’s want of spirit, as a 
decided mark, that the more plebeian blood of her father pre- 
dominated in Lucy’s veins, and used to call her in derision her 
Lammermoor Shepherdess. To dislike so gentle and inoffensive a 
being was impossible ; but Lady Ashton preferred her eldest son, 
on whom had descended a large portion of her own ambitious 
and undaunted disposition, to a daughter whose softness of temper 
seemed allied to feebleness of mind. Her eldest son was the more 
partially beloved by his mother, because, contrary to the usual 
custom of Scottirii families of distinction, he had been named 
after the head of the house. 

** My Sholto,” she said, ** will support the untarnished honour 
of his maternal house, and elevate and support that of his father. 
Poor Lucy is unfit for courts or crowded halls. Some country 
laird must be her husband, rich enough to supply her with every 
comfort, without an effort on her own part, so that she may have 
nothing to shed a tear for but tlie tender apprehensbn lest he 
may break his neck in a fox-chase. It was not so, however, that 
our house was raised, nor is it so that it can be fortified and 
augmented. The Lord Kee^r’s dimity is yet new ; it must be 
borne as if we were used to its weight, worthy of it, and prompt 
to assert and maintain it. Before ancient authorities men bend, 
from customary and hereditary deference ; in our presence they 
will stand erect, unless they are compelled to prostrate themselves. 
A daughter fit for the sheep-fold or the cloister, is ill qualified to 
exact respect where it is yielded with reluctance; and since 
Heaven refused us a third boy, Lucy should have held a character 
fit to supply his place. The hour will be a happy one which dis- 
poses her hand in marriage to some one whose energy is greater 
than her own, or whose ambition is of as low an order.” 

So meditated a motiier, to whom the qualities of her children’s 
hearts, as well as the prospect of their domestic happiness, seemed 
light in comparison to their rank and temporal greatness. But, 
like many a parentvf hot and impatient diaracter, she was mis- 
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taken in estimating the feelings of her daughter, who, under a 
semblance of extreme indifference, nourished the germ of those 
passiouB which sometimes spring up in one night, like the gourd 
of the prophet, and astoni^ the observer by their unexpecte<^ 
ardour and intensity. In fact, Lucy’s sentiments seemed chill, 
because nothing had occunred to interest or awaken them. Her 
life had hithei^ flowed on in a uniform and gentle tenor, and 
happy for her had not its present smoothness of current resem- 
ble that of tlie stream as it glides downwards to the waterfall ! 

" So, Lucy,” said her father, entering as her song was ended, 
“ does your musical philosopher teach you to contemn the world 
before you know it 1 — that is surely something premature. Or 
did you but speak according to tlie fashion of fair maidens, who 
are always to hold the pleasures of life in contempt till they are 
pressed upon them by the address of some gentle Imight 1” 

Lucy 'blushed, disclaimed any inference respecting her own 
choice being drawn from her selection of a song, and readily laid 
aside her instrument at her father’s request that she would attend 
him m his walk. 

A large and well-wooded park, or rather chase, stretched along 
the hill behind the castle, which occupying, as wo have noticed, a 
pass ascending from the plain, seemed built in its very gorge to 
defend the forest ground which arose behind it in shaggy majesty. 
Into this romantic region the father and daughter proceeded, 
arm in arm, by a noble avenue overarched by embowering elms, 
beneath which groups of the fallow-deer wore seen to stray in 
distant perspective. As they paeed slowly on, admiring the dif- 
ferent points of view, for which Sir William Ashton, notwith- 
standing the nature of his usual avocations, had considerable 
taste a^d feeling, they were overtaken by the forester, or park- 
keeper, who, intent on silvan sport, was proceeding with his 
cross-bow over his arm, and a hound led in leash by his boy, 
into the interior of the wood. 

doing to shoot us a piece of venison, Norman 1” said his 
master, as he returned the woodman’s salutation. 

" Saul, your honour, and tliat 1 am. Will it please you to see 
the sport }” 

** 0 no,” said his lordship, after looking at his daughter, whose 
colour fled at the idea of seeing tiie deer shot, although had her 
father expressed his wish that they should accompany Norman, 
it was probable she would not even have hinted her reluctance. 

The forester shrugged his shoulders. “ It was a disheartening 
thing,” he said, ” wlien none of the gentles came down to see the 
sport He hoped Captain Sholto would be soon home, or he 
might riiut up his shop entirely ; for Mr Harry was kept sae close 
wi’ his Latin nonsense, that, though his will was very gude to be 
in the wood from morning till nij^t, there would be a hopeful 
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lad lost, and no making a man of him. It was not so, be had 
heard, in Lord Ravenswood’s time — when a hack waa to he 
killed, man and motlier’s son ran to see ; and when the deer fell, 
the knife was alw^s presented to tiie knight, and he never gave 
than a dollar for the compliment. And there was Edgar 
Ra^enswood — Master of Ravenswood that is now — when he 
gora up^ to the wood — there hasna heen a hotter hunter once 
wstrem’s time — when Sir Edgar bauds out,* down goes the 
deer, faith. But tae hae lost a* sense of wood-craft on ^ nde 
of the hill.” 

There was much in this harangue highly displea^g to the 
Lord Keeper's feelines; bo could not help observing that his 
menial despised him {dmost avowedly for not posseseang that taste 
for sport, which in those times was deemed the natural and 
indispensable attribute of a real gentleman. But the master of 
the game is, in all country houses, a man of great im^rtance, 
and entitled to use considerable fre^om of spe^. Sir William, 
therefore, onlv smiled and replied, he had something else to think 
upon to-day iWi killing deer ; meantime, taking out his purse, he 
gave the ranger a dollar for his encouragement. The fellow 
received it as the waiter of a fashionable notel reives double 
his proper fee from the^hands of a country TOntleman, — that is, 
with a smile, in which pleasure at the gift Is mingled with con- 
tempt for the ignorance of the donor. “ Your honour is the bad 
paymastbr,” he said, *<who pays before it is done. What would 
you do were I to miss the buck after you have paid me my 
wood-fee 1” 


" 1 suppose,” said the Keeper, smiling, " you would hardly 
guess what I mean were 1 to tell you of a condictio indebUi 
" Not I, on my saul — 1 guess it is some law phrase — but sue 
a beggar, and — your honour knows what follows. — Weil, but I 
will just with you, and if bow and brach fail not» you shall 
have a piece of game two fingers fat on the brisket” 

As he was ai^ut to go off, his master again called him, and 
asked, as if by accident, whether the Master of Ravenswood waa 
actually so brave a man and so good a shooter as the world spoke 
him!” 

** Brave 1 — brave enough, I warrant you,” answered Norman ; 
" I was in the wood at T^inghame, wh^ there was a sort of 
gallants hunting with my lord ; on my said, there was a buck 
tuxited to bay made us aU stand back ; a stout eld Trojan of the 
first head, ten-tyned branches, and a brow as broad as e 'er a 
bnllodi’s. Egad, he dashed at the old lord, and there would have 
been inlake among the peerage, if the lifter had not wbipt 
roundly in, and hamstrung him with his cutlass. lie was but 
sixteen then, bk» his heart 1” 

* Sm^aut, B(das<wtrL«.{inwBtihiiideoei 
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** And is he an ready with the gun as with the conieau 1” said 
Sir Williani. 

** He 11 strike this silyer dollar out from between my finger and 
thumb at fourscore yards, andl 11 hold it out for a gold merk ; 
what more would ye have of eye, hand, lead, and gunpowder }’* , 
"0 no more to be wished, ceriainly,** said the Lord Keeper ; 
**but we keep yon from your sporty Nonnan. Good-morrow, 
good Norman.** 

And hummine his mstio roundelay, the yeoman went on his 
road, the sound of his rough voice gradually dying away as 
the distance betwixt them incr^ued : — 

The monk muBt arise when the matins ring, 

The abbot may sleep to their chime; 

But the yeoman must start wb» the bugles sing, 

’ Tis tune, my hearts, ’tis time. 

There ‘s bucks and raea on Bilhope braes. 

There 's a herd on Shortwood Shaw ; 

But a lily- white doe In the garden goes. 

She 's fitirty worth them a*. 

“ Has this fellow,** said the Lord Keeper, when the yeoman's 
song had died on the wind, " ever served the Ravenswood people, 
that he seems so much interested in them 1 I suppose you know, 
Lucy, for you make it a point of conscience to record me spedal 
histoiy of eveiy boor about the castle.** 

I am not quite so faitbfiil a chronicler, my dear father ; but 
I believe that Norman once served here while a boy, and before 
he went to Ledington, whence you hired him. But if you want 
to know any thing of the former family. Old Alice is the best 
authority.’* 

“ And what should I have to do with them, pray, Lucy,** said 
her father, “or with their history or accomplishments I'* 

** Nay, I do not know, sir ; only that you were asking questions 
of Jforman about young Ravenswood.** 

" Pshaw, child 1** — replied her father, yet immediately added, 
And who is old Alice 1 1 think you know all the old women in 
the country.** 

" To be sure I do, or how could I help the old creatures when 
they are in hard times 1 And as to old Alice, she is the very 
empress of old women, and queen of gossips, so far as leccoidary 
lore is concerned. She is blind, noor old soul, but when she 
speaks to yon, yjon would think she nas some way of looking into 
your very heari. I am sure I often cover my factor turn it 
away, for it seems as if she saw one change colour, though she 
has been blind these twenty years. She is worth visiting, were 
it but to say you have seen a blind and paraljrtic old woman have 
so modi acuteness of perc^tion, and dignity of manners. 1 
assure you, she might be a countess from her language and 
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behaviour. Come, you must go to see Alice; we are not a quarter 
of a mile from her cottage,” 

“ AH this, my dear,” said the Lord Kee^r, “ is no answer to 
my question, who'^diis woman is, and what is her connection with 
the former proprietor’s family !” 

^X), it was something of a nourice-ship, I believe ; and she 
remained here, because her two grandsons were engaged in your 
service. But it was against her will, I fancy ; for the poor old 
creature is always regretting the change of times and of property.” 

** I am much obliged to her,” answered the Lord Keeper. “ She 
and her folk eat my bread, and drink my cup, and ^*6 lamenting 
all the while that they an' not still under a family which never 
could do good, either to th< mselves or any one else !” 

“ Indeed,” replied Lucy, I am certain you do old Alice in- 
justice. She has nothing mercenary about her, and would not 
accept a penny in charity, if it wore to save her from being 
starved. She is only talkative, like all old folk, when you put 
them upon stories of their youth ; and she speaks about the 
Bavenswood people, because she lived under them so many 
years. But I am stue she is grateful to you, sir, for your pro- 
tection, and that she would rather speak to you, than to any other 
person in the whole world beside. Do, sir, come and see old 
Alice.” 

And with the freedom of an indulged daughter, she dragged 
the Lord Keeper in the direction she desired. 


CHAPTER IV. 

Throu^rh tops of tho hif^h trees she did descry 
A little smoke, whose vnpour, thin, and light, 

Reeking aloft, uprolled to the sky. 

Which cheerful sign did send unto her si, "lit, 

Tliat in the same did wonne some living Wight. 

, Spxksbr. 

Luct acted as her father’s guide, for he was too much engrossed 
with his political labours, or with society, to be perfectly ac- 
quainted with his own extensive domains, and, moreover, was 
generally an inhabitant of the city of Edinburgh ; and she, on the 
other hand, had, with her mother, resided the whole summer in 
Bavenswood, and, partly from taste, partly from want of any 
other amuisment, h^, by her frequent rambles, learned to know 
each lane, alley, dingle, or bushy dell, 

“ And every bosky boome from side to Me." 

We have said that the Lord Keeper was not indifferent to the 
beauties of nature'} and we add, in jnstice to him, tliat he felt 
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them doubly, when pointed out by the beautiful, simple, and 
interesting girl, who, hanging on his arm with filial hindnesa, now 
called him to admire the size of some ancient oak, and now tho 
uiiexpected turn, where the path developing its maze from glen 
or dingle, suddenly reached an eminence commanding an exten- 
sive view of the plains beneath them, and then gradually glided 
away from the prospect to lose itself among rocks and thickets, 
and guide to scenes of deeper seclusion. 

It was when pausing on oUe of those points of extensive and 
commanding view, that Lucy told her father they were close by 
the cottage of her blind protegee ; and on turning from the little 
hill, a path which led around it, worn by the daily stops of the 
infirm inmate, brought them in sight of the hut, which, em- 
bosomed in a deep and obscure dell, seemed to have been so 
situated purposely to bear a correspondence with the darkened 
state oT its inhabitant. 

The oottage was situated immediately under a tall rock, which 
in some measure beetled over it, as if threatening to drop some 
detached fragment from its brow on the frail tenement beneath. 
The hut itsdf was constructed of turf and stones, and rudely 
roofed over with thatch, much of which was in a dilapidated 
condition. The thin blue smoke rose from it in a light column, 
and curled upward along tlie white face of the incumbent rock, 
giving the scene a tint of exquisite softness. In a small and rude 
garden, surrounded by straggling cider-bushes, which formed a 
sort of imperfect hedge, sat near to the bee-hives, by the produce 
of which she lived, tl^t “ woman old,” whom Lucy had brought 
her father hither to visit. 

Whatever there had been which was disastrous in her fortune 
— whatever there was miserable in her dwelling, it was easy to 
judge, by the first glance, that neither years, poverty, misfortune, 
nor mfimity, had broken the spirit of tins remarkable woman. 

She occupied a turf-seat, placed under a weeping birch of 
unusual magnitude and age, as Judah is represented sitting under 
her palm-tree, with an lur at once of majesty and of dejection. 
Her figure was tall, commanding, and but little bent by tlio infir- 
mities of old age. Her dress, though that of a peasant, was 
uncommonly clean, forming in tlmt particular a strong coiiti^t to 
most of her rank, and was disposed with an attention to neatness, 
and even to taste, equally unusual. But U was her expression of 
countenance which chiefly struck tho spectator, and induced most 
persons to address her with a degree of deference and civility 
very inconsistent with the miserable state of her dwelling, imd 
which, nevertheless, she received with that easy composure which 
shewed she felt it to be her due. She had once been beantifiil, 
but her beauty had been of a bold and masculine cast, such as 
dods not survive the bloom of youth; yet her features continued 
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to Bxpfem strong sense, deep reflection, and a character of sober 
pride, which, as we have already said of her dress, appeared to 
aigne a consdws superiority to those of her own rank. It scarce 
senned possilde t^t a face, deprived of the advantage of si^ht, 
001 ^ have expres^ character so strongly; but her ey<^ which 
wei» almost totally closed, did not, by the display of meir sight* 
less orbs, mar the countenance to which they could add notlmg. 
She seemed in a ruminating posture, soothed, peihom, bv tiu 
murmurs of the bu^ tribe around her, to abstraction, though not 
to slumber. 

Lucy undid the latch of the little garden gat^ and solicited 
the old woman's attention^ *^My father, Alice, is come to see 
you.*’ 

" He is welcome. Miss Ashton, and so are you,” said the old 
woman, turning and inclining her head towards her visiters. 

** This is a fine morning for your bee-hives, mother,” said tlie 
Lord Keeper, who, struck with the outward appearance of Alice, 
was somewhat curious to know if her conversation would corres- 
pond with it. 

« 1 believe so, my lord,” she replied ; “ I feel the air breathe 
milder than of late.” 

** You do not,” resumed the statesman, " take charra of these 
bees yourself, mother 1 — How do you manage them 1 ** 

"By delegates, as kings do their subjects,” resumed Alice; 
" and I am fortunate in a prime minister — Here, Babie.” 

She whistled on a smul silver call which hung around her 
neck, and which at that time was sometimes used to summon 
domestics, and Babie, a girl of fifteen, made her appearance firora 
the hut, not altogether so cleanly arrayed as she would probably 
have bMn had Alice had the use of her eyes, but with a greater 
air of neatness than was upon the whole to have been expwtsd. 

" Babie,” said her mistress, " ofier some bread and honey to the 
Lord Keeper and Miss Ashton — they will excuse your at^kward- 
ness, if you use aleuiliness and despatch.” 

Babie performed her mistress’s command with ths grace which 
was natunlly to have been expected, moving to and fri> vrith a 
lobster-like gesture, her feet mi legs tending one way, while her 
head, turned in a different direction, was fixed in wonder upon 
the laird, who was more frequently heard of than seen by his 
tmants and dependents. The bread and honey, however, deposited 
<ni phmtain leaf, was offered and accepted in all due courtesy. 
The Lord Keeper, still retaining the place which he had occupied 
<ni the decayed trunk of a fallen tree, looked as if he wishra to 
piidoQg the interview, but was at a loss how to introduce a suitable 
subject. 

" You have beqn long a readmit on this property 1” he said, 
after a pause. 
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« It is now nearly i&xty years nnce I flrat Ipaw Jjawwawnniii/* 
answered the old dame, whose conversation, 
and respectful, seemed cautiously limited to tha aaaiviofeWble and 
necessary task of replyinff to Sir William. 

" You are not, I mould judge by your accent, of tids eaantry 
originally 1” said the Lord Keeper, in continuation. 

No ; I am by birth an Englishwoman.” • 

** Yet you seem attached to this country as if it were your 
own.” 

" It is here,” replied the blind woman, " that I have drunk the 
cup of joy and of sorrow which Heaven destined for me. I was 
here the wife of an upright and affectionate husband for more 
than twenty years — I was here the mother of six promiung 
children — it was here that God deprived me of all these bleemngs 
— it was here they died, and yonder, by yon ruined chapel, they 
lie air buried — I had no country but theirs while they hved — I 
have none but theirs now they are no more.” 

** But your house,” said the Lord Keeper, looking at it, " is 
miserably ruinous 1” 

"Do, my dear father,” said Lucy, eagerly, yet bashfully, 
catching at the hint, " give orders to make it better, — that is, if 
you think it proper.” 

"It will last my time, my dear Miss Lucy,” said the blind 
woman ; " I would not have my lord give himself the least trouble 
about it.” 

" But,” said Lucy, " you once had a much better house, and 
were rich, and now in your old a^ to live in this hovel 1” 

" It is as good as I deserve. Miss Lucy ; if my heart has not 
broke with what I hare suffered, and seen others suffer, it must 
have been strong enough, and the rest of this old finune has no 
right to call itseff w^er.” 

" You have probably witnessed many changes,” said the Lord 
Keeper ; " but your experience must have taught you to expect 
them.” 

" It has taught me to endure them, my loi^” was the reply. 

" Yet you l^w that they must ne^ arrive in the course of 
years I” said the statesman. 

" Ay ; ns I know that the stump, on or beside which you sit, 
once a tall and lofty tree, must needs one day fall by decay, or by 
the axe ; yet I hopM my eyes might not witness the down^ of 
the tree whi<di overshadowed my dwelling.” 

" Do not suppose,” said the Lord Keeper, " that you will lose 
any interest with me, for looking back wiA Temt to the days 
w^n another fomily posseased my estates. You had reason, 
doubtless to love them, and 1 respect your gratitude. 1 wiU 
onW some repairs in your cottage, and 1 hope we shall live to 
be ftienda when we know each other better.” 
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** Those of my age/’ returned the dame^ " make no new friends. 
I thank you for your bounty — it is well intended undoubtedly ; 
but 1 have all X.^ant, and 1 cannot accept more at your lord^p’s 
hands.” 

“‘Well, then,” continued the Lord Keeper, “ at least allow me 
to say, that T look upon you as a woman of sense and education 
beyond your ajl^earance, and that I hope you will continue to 
reside on this property of mine rent-free for your life.” 

** I hope I shall,” said the old dame, composedly ; " I believe 
that was made an article in tlie sale of Ravenswood to your 
lordship, though such a trifling circumstance may have escaped 
your recollection.” 

“I remember — I recollect,” said his lordsliip, somewhat con- 
fused. “ I perceive you are too much attached to your old friends 
to accept any benefit from their successor.” 

“ Far from it, my lord ; I am grateful for the benefits which I 
decline, and 1 wish I could pay you for offering them, better than 
what I am now about to say.” The Lord Keeper looked at her 
in some surprise, but said not a word. ‘‘ J^y lord,” she continued, 
in an impressive and solemn tone, " take care what you do ; you 
are on the brink of a precipice.” 

** Indeed 1” said the Lord Keeper, his mind reverting to the 
political circumstances of the country. " Has any thing come to 
your knowledge — any plot or conspiracy ? ” 

" No, my lord ; those who traffic in such commodities do not 
call into their councils the old, blind, and infirm. My warning 
is of another kind. You have driven matters hard with the 
house of Ravenswood. Believe a true tale — they are a tierce 
house, and there is danger in deahng with men when they become 
desperate.” 

“ Tush,” answered the Keeper ; what has been between us 
has been the work of the law, not my doing ; and to the law 
they must look, if they would impugn my proceedings.” 

“ Ay, but they^ay think otherwise, and take the law into their 
own hand, when they fail of other means of redress.” 

“ What mean you I” said the Lord Keeper. “ Young Ravens- 
wood would not have recourse to personal violence 1” 

“ G<^ forbid I should say so 1 1 know nothing of the youth but 
what is honourable and open — honourable and open, said 1 1 — 
I should have added, free, generous, noble. But he is still a 
Ravenswood, and may bide ms time. Remember the fate of Sir 
Geofge Lockhart.”* 

The Lord Keeper started as she called to his recollection a 
tiu^y so deep and so recent The old woman proceeded : 
"Cniesley, who did the, deed, was a relative of Lord Ravenswood. 


■ See Note A. Sir Oe&rge ZoOchart. 
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In tlie hall of Havenswood, in xny presence, and in lhat of 
others, he avowed publicly his determinatiou to do the cruelty 
which he afterwards committed. 1 could not keep silence, though 
to speak it ill became my station. 'You are devising a dreadnil 
crime,' I said, ' for which you must reckon before the judgment- 
seat’ Never shall 1 forget his look, as he replied, ' I must 
reckon then for many th^gs, and will reckon for this also.* 
Therefore I may well say, beware of pressing a desperate man 
with the hand of authority. There is blood of Chiesley in the 
veins of Ravenswood, and one drop of it were enough to fire 
him in the circumstances in which he is placed — 1 say, beware 
of him.” 

The old dame had, cither intentionally or by accident, harped 
aright tlie fear of the Lord Keeper. The desperate and dark 
resource of private assassination, so familiar to a Scottish baron 
in forftier times, had even in the present age been too frequently 
resorted to under the pressure of unusual temptation, or where 
the mind of the actor was prepared for such a crime. Sir 
William Ashton was aware of this ; as also that young Ravens- 
wood had received injuries sufficient to prompt him to that sort 
of revenge, which becomes a fi'equent though fearful consequence 
of the partial administration of justice, lie endeavoured to 
disguise from Alice the nature of the apprehensions which he 
entertained ; but so ineffectually, that a person even of less pene- 
tration than nature had endowed her with must necessarily have 
been aware that tlie subject lay near his bosom. His voice was 
changed in its accent as he rephed to her, that the Master of 
Ravenswood was a man of honour ; and were it otherwise, that 
the fate of Chiesley of Dairy was a sufficient warning to any one 
who should dare to assume the office of avenger of his own 
imaginary wrongs. And having hastily uttered these expressions, 
he rose and left the place without waiting for a reply. 


CHAPTER V. 

Is rile a Capulet ? 

0 dear account ! my Me u my toe’s debt. 

BUAKSBPXAna. 

The Lord Keeper walked for nearly a quarter of a mile in . 
profound silence. His daughter, naturally timid, and bred up in 
those ideas of filial awe and implicit obedience which were incul- 
cated UTOU the youth of that period, did not venture to interrupt 
his memtatioDS. 

" Why do you look so pale, Lucy 1” said her father tumifig 
suddenly round and breaking silence. 
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According to the ideas of the time, which did not psorit a 
young woman to offer her sentiments on any Bab,jset(ff importance 
unless e^^tedally required to do sd, Jauj was bound to appear 
ignonnt of tltraeaning of all that had passed betwixt Alice and 
to flitto, and inmuted ^ emotion he had obaerred to the fear 
Of wild cattle wmch grazed in that part of the extensive chase 
they were now walking. 

Ofttiese animals, the descendants of the savam herds udiieh 
ancimitiy roamed in the Caledonian forests, it was fonnerly 
% ]^t of state to preserve a few in the parks of the Seotti^ 
nq^ty. Specimens continued within the memory cS man to be 
kept at least at three houses of distinction, Hai^ton, namely, 
Dnunlsnrick, and Cumbernanld. They had de^nerated from 
the ancient race in size and strmigth, if we are to judge firam the 
accounts of old chronicles, and from the formidable remains 
frequently discovered in bogs and morasses when drained and 
laid open. The bull had lost the shaggy honours of his mane, 
and the race was small and light made, in colour a dingy white, 
or rather a pale yellow, wim black horns and hoofs. They 
retained, however, in some messure, the ferocity of their ancestry, 
could not be domesticated on account of their antipathy to the 
human race, and were often duigerous if approached unguardedly, 
or wantonly disturbed. It was this last reason which has ocoa* 
sioned them being extirpated at the places we have mentioned, 
udiere jmhably mey would otherwise have been retained as 
appropmte inhabitants of a Scottish woodland, and fit tenants 
for a tomiial forest. A few, if I mistake not, are still preserved 
at ChillinffhMn Castle, in No^umberland, the seat of the Earl of 
Tankervifle. 

It was to to findine hersdf in the vicinity of a group of three 
or four of these animau, that Lucy thought proper to impute these 
signs of fear, which had arisen in her oountensnee for a difibrent 
reason. For she had been familiarized with the appearsnee of 
the wild cattle, during her walks in the chase ; and it was sot 
then, as it may be now, a necessary part of a young lady’s 
demeanour, to indulge in causeless tremors of the nerves. On 
the present occasion, however, (die speedily found cause for real 
terror. 

Lucy had scarcely replied to her &ther in the words we have 
mentioned, and he was just about to rebuke her supposed timidity, 
when a bull, stimulated either by the scarlet colour of Miss Ash* 
ton’simsntie, or by one of those fits of capricious ferocity to which 
their dispofidtions are liable, detached himself suddenly firom the 
noup Vrnidi was feeding at the upper extremi^ of a grassy glade, 
^t seoned to lose itself among the crossing and entangled 
boughs. The animal approached the intruders on his pasture 
ground, at first slowj^y, pawing the ground with his hoof, bellowing 
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from time to time, and teaxine up theomd with hia horns M if 
to lash himself up to rage and violeuee. 

^e Lord Keeper, who obserred the animal'a demeanour, waa 
aware that he was about to become misohieroos, and, drawh^ 
his daughter’s am under hia own, began to walk fast along the 
avenue, in hopes to get out of his sight and his reach. This waa 
the most injumcious course he could lutve adopted, for, encouraged 
by the appeamee of flight, the bull began to pursue them at ^ 
speed. Assailed by a £uigw so imminent, flmer courage than 
tmit of the Lord Keeper might have given way. But paternal 
tendmtiess, " love strong as death,” sustained him. He continued 
to support and drag onward his daughter, until, her fears alto* 
gether depriving her of the power of flight, she sunk down by hia 
side ; and when ne could no longer assist her to escape, he twwd 
round and placed himself betwixt her and the raging aaSmal, 
which*advancing in full career, its brutal fury enbmced by the 
rapidity of the pursuit, was now within a few yards of them. The 
Lord Keeper had no weapons ; hu aM and gravity dispensed 
even with the usual appendage of a walmng sword, — could such 
appendage have availed him any thing. 

it seemed inevitable that the father or daughter, or both, should 
have fallen victims to the impending danger, when a ahot from 
the neighbouring thicket arrested the progress of the anuoal. 
He waa ao truly struck between the junction of the spine with the 
skull, that the wound, which in any other part of his body might 
scarce have impeded his career, proved ^tantiy fetal. Stum- 
bBng forward with a hideous bellow, the progressive force of hia 
previous motion, rather than any operation of his limbs, carried 
him up to within three yards of the astonished Lord Keeper, 
where he rolled on tiie ground, his limbs darkened with the black 
death-sweat, and quivemg wito the last oonvulsiona of muscular 
motion. 

Lucy lay Benseless on the ground, inaenEable of the wonderful 
deliverance which she had experienced. Her father was almost 
equally stupified, so rapid and unexpected had been the transition 
from tile horrid death which seemed inevitable, to perfect seonrity. 
He gazed on the animal, terrible even in death, with a sp^ea of 
mute and confrued astonishment, which did not permit him dis* 
tinctly to understand what had taken place ; and so inaccurate 
was ^ consciousness of what had passed, that he might have 
supposed the bull had been arrested in its career by a thunderbolt, 
had he not observed among the branches of tiie thicket the figure 
of a man, with a short gun or musquetoon in his hand. 

This instantly recalled lum to a sense of their situation — a 
glance at his daughter reminded him of the necessity of procuring 
her assistance. He called to the ma-n, whom he concluded to be 
one of his foresters to give immediate attenti<Hi to Miss Aabton, 
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while he himself hastened to call assistance. The huntsman 
approached them accordingly, and the Lord Keeper saw he was a 
sbwror, but was too much agitated to make any farther remarks. 
In a few hurried words, he directed the shooter, as stronger and 
more active than himself, to carry the young lady to a neigh- 
bo\^ng fountain, while he went back to Alice’s hut to procure 
more aid. 

The man to whose timely interference they had been so much 
indebted, did not seem inclined to leave his good work half 
finished. He raised Lucy from the ground in his arms, and^con* 
veying her through the glades of the forest by paths with which 
he seemed well acquainted, stopped not until he laid her in safety 
by the side of a plentiful aud pellucid fountain, which had been 
once covered in, screened and decorated with architectural orna- 
ments of a Grothic character. But now the vault which had 
covered it being broken down and riven, and the Grothic font 
ruined and demolished, the stream burst forth from the recess of 
the earth in open day, and winded its way among the broken 
sculpture and moss-grown stones which lay in confusion around 
its source. 

Tradition, always busy, at least in Scotland, to grace with a 
legendary tale a spot in it^lf interesting, had ascribed a cause of 
peculiar veneration to this fountmn. A beautiful young lady met 
one of the Lords of Bavenswood while hunting near this si>ot, and 
like a second Egeria, had captivated the affections of the feudal 
Numa. They met frequently afterwards, and always at sunset, 
the charms of the nymph’s mind completing the conquest which 
her beauty had begun, and the mystery of the intrigue adding 
zest to both. She always appeared and disappeared close by the 
fountain, with which, therefore, her lover judged she bad some 
inexplicable connection. She placed certain restrictums on their 
intercourse, which also savoured of mystery. Tbqr met p&ly 
once B-week — Friday was the appointed day — and she explained 
to the Lord of Ravenswood, that they were under the necessity 
of sepaiating so i^n as the bell of a chapel, belongii^ to a her- 
mitage in the adjoining wood, now long ruinous, ^o^d toll the 
hour Of vespers. In &e course of his confession, the Baron of 
Ravenswood intrusted the hermit with the secret (tf this singular 
amour, and Father Zachaiy drew the necessary and obvious 
consequence, that his patron was enveloped in the toils of Satan, 
and in danger of destruction, bo& to body and soul. He urged 
these perils to the Baron wi& all the force of monkish rhetoric, 
and described, in the most frightful colours, the real character 
and person of the apparently lovely Naiad, whom he hesitated 
not to denounce as a limb of the kingdom of darkness. The lever 
listened wi& obstinate mcrednlity ; and it was not until worn out 
by the obstinacy of the anchor^ that he consented to put the 
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•tete and condition of his mistress to a certain trial* and for that 
purpose acquiesced in Zachary's proposal* that on their next 
interview the vespers bell should be rung h^ an hour later than 
usual. The hermit maintained, and bucklered his opinion by 
quotations from MaUeiu MalifiearumyS]^engeruatBm,igiuSymA 
o^er learned demonolo^sts, tW the Evil One, thus seduced to 
remain behind the appointed hour, would assume her true shape, 
and, havine appeared to her terrified lover as a fiend of hell* 
would vaniw from him in a flash of sulphurous lightning. Ray- 
mond of Ravenswood acquiesced in the experiment, not incurious 
concerning the issue, though confident it would disappoint the 
expectations of the hermit. 

At the appointed hour tlie lovers met, and their interview was 
protracted beyond that at which they usually parted, by the delay 
of the priest to ring his usual curfew. No cha^ took place u^n 
the nymph’s outv^ud form; but as soon as the lengthening 
shadows made her aware that the usual hour of the vespers chime 
was passed, she tore herself from her lover’s arms with a shriek 
of despair, bid him adieu for ever, and plunging into the fountain* 
disappear^ from his eyes. The bubbles occasioned by her 
descent were crimsoned with blood as tliey arose, leading the dis- 
tracted Baron to infer, that his ill-judged curiosity had occasioned 
the death of this interesting and mysterious being. The remorse 
which he felt, as well as the recollection of her charms, proved 
the penance of his future life, which he lost in the battle of Fiodden 
not many months after. But, in memory of his Naiad* he had 
previously ornamented the fountain in which she appeared to 
reside, and secured its waters from profanation or poUution* by 
the small vaulted building of which &o fragments still remained 
scattered around it. From this period the house of Ravenswood 
was supposed to have dated its decay. 

Such was the generally received le^nd* which some* who 
would seem wiser than the vulgw, expmined, as obscurely inti- 
mating the fate of a beautiful maid of plebeian rank, the nustress 
of this Raymond, whom he slew in a fit of jealousy, and whose 
blood was mingl^ with the waters of the locked fountain, as it 
was commonly called. Otheiti imaged that the tale had a more 
remote origin in the ancient heathen mythology. All however 
agreed, that the spot was fatal to the Ravenswood fiunily ; and 
twt to drink of the waters ol the well, or even approach its 
brink* was as ominous to a descendant of that house* as for a 
Grahame to wear green, a Bruce to kill a c^ider* or a St Clair to 
cross the Ord on a Monday. 

It was on this ominous spot that Lucy Ashton first drew breath 
alter her long and almost deadly swoon. Beautiful and pale as 
the Ihbulous Naiad in the last amny of separation from her lover* 
lAe was seated so as to zest with her back against a part of the 
von. VIII. V 
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ruined wall, while her mantle, dripping with the water which her 
protector had used profusely to recal her senses, clung to her 
slender and beautifully proportioned form. 

The first moment of recollection brought to her mind the 
danger which had overpowered her senses — the next called to 
remembrance that of her father. She looked around — he was 
nowhere to be seen — My fatlier — my father !” was all tliat slie 
could ejaculate. 

“Sir William is safe,” answered the voice of a stranger — 
“ perfectly safe, and will be witli you instantly.” 

“ Are you sure of that exclaimed Lucy — “ the bull was close 
by us — do not stop mo - I must go to seek my father ?” 

And she arose with that purpose; but her strength was so 
much exhausted, that, far from possessing the power to execute 
her purpose, she must have fallen agamst the stone on which she 
had leant, probably not without sustaining serious injury. 

The stranger was so near to her, that, without actually suffer- 
ing her to fall, he could not avoid catching her in his arms, which, 
however, ho did with a momentary reluctance, very unusual when 
youth interposes to prevent beauty from danger. It seemed as 
if her weight, slight as it was, proved too heavy for her young 
and athletic assistant, for, without feeling the temptation of 
detaining her in his amis even for a single instant, he again 
placed her on the stone from which she hail risen, and retreating 
a few steps, repeated hastily, “ Sir William Ashton is perfectly 
sale, and will be here instantly. Do not make yourself anxious 
on his account — Fate has singularly preserved him. You, 
madam, are exhausted, and must not think of rising until you 
have some assistance more suitable tlian mine.” 

Lucy, whose senses were by this time more effectually col- 
lected, was naturally led to look at tlie stranger with attention. 
There was nothing in liis appearance which should have rendered 
him unwilling to offer his arm to a young lady who reqm.ed sup- 
port, or which cquld have induced her to refuse his assistance ; 
and she could not help thinking, even in that moment, that he 
seemed cold and reluctant to offer it. A shooting-dress of dark 
cloth intimated the rank of the wearer, though concealed in part 
by a large and loose cloak of a dark brown colour. A Montcro 
cap and a black feather drooped over tlie wearer’s brow, and 
partly concealed his features, which, so far as seen, were dark, 
regular, and full of majestic, though somewhat sullen, expression. 
Some secret sorrow, or the brooding spirit of some moody pas- 
rion, had quenched the light and ingenuous vivacity of youth m a 
countenance singularly fitted to display both, and it was not easy 
to gaze on the stranger without a secret impression either of pity 
or awe, or at least of doubt and curiosity allied to both. 

The impression ^hich we have necessarily been long in describ- 
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ing, Lucy felt in the glance of a moment, and had no sooner 
encountered tlie keen black ejcs of the stranger, than her own 
were bent on the ground with a mixture of bashful embarrass*' 
mcnt and fear. Yet there was a necessity to speak, or at least 
she thought so, and in a fluttered accent she began to mention 
her wonderful escape, in which she was sui*e that the stranger 
must, under Heaven, have been her father’s protector, and her 
own. 

He seemed to shrink from her expressions of gratitude, while 
he replied abruptly, “ I leave you, madam,” — tlie deep melody 
of his voice rendered powerful, but not harsh, by something like 
a feeverity of tone — “I leave you to the protection of tlioso to 
whom it IS possible you may have this day been a guardian angel.” 

Lucy was surprised at the ambiguity of his language, and, with 
a feeling of artless and unaffected gratitude, began to deprecate 
tlie idea of having intended to give her deliverer any offence, as 
if such a thing had been possible. “ I have been unfortunate,” 
she said, “ in endeavouring to express my thanks — I am sure it 
must be so, though I cannot rcHiollect what 1 said — but would 
you but stay till my father — till the Lord Keeper comes — would 
you only permit him to pay you his thanks, and to inquire your 
name I” 

' “ My name is unnecessary,” answered the stranger ; your 
father — I would rather say Sir William Ashton — will learn it 
soon enough, for all the pleasure it is likely to afford him.” 

“ You mistake him,” said Lucy earnestly ; “ he will be grateful 
for my sake and for his own. You do not know my father, or 
you are deceiving me with a story of his safety, when he has 
already fallen a victim to the fury of that animal.” 

When she had caught this idea, she started from the ground, 
and endeavoimcd to press towards tlie avenue in which the acci- 
dent had taken place, while tlie stranger, though he seemed to 
hesitate between the desire to assist and tlie wish to leave her, 
was obliged, in common humanity, to oppose her both by entreaty 
and action. 

“ On the word of a gentleman, madam, I tell you the truth ; 
your father is in perfect safety ; you will expose yourself to injury 
if you venture back where the herd of wild cattle grazed. — If 
you will go ” — for, having once adopted the idea that her father 
was still in danger, she pressed forward in spite of him — ** If yon 
wUl go, accept my arm, though I am not perhaps tlie person who 
can with most propriety offer you support.” 

But, without heeding this intimation, Lucy took him at his 
word. “ O if you be a man,” she said, — if you be a gentleman, 
assist mo to fed my father ! You shall not leave me — you 
must go witii me — he is dying perhaps while we are tallung 
here !” 
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Then, without listening to exeuae or apology, and holding fast 
by the stranger’s arm, though unconscious of any thing save the 
support which it gave, and without which she could not have 
moved, mixed with a vague feeling of preventing his escape from 
her, she was urging, and almost dragging him forward, when Sir 
^ illiam Ashton came up, followed by the female attendant of 
blind Alice, and by two wood-cutters, whom he had summoned 
from their occupation to liis assistance. His joy at seeing his 
daughter safe, overcame the surprise with which he would at 
ano&cr time have beheld her lian^g as familiarly on the arm 
of a stranger, as she might have done upon his own. 

Lucy, my dear Lucj , are you safe 1 — are you well 1” were 
the only words tliat broke from him as he embraced her in 
ecstasy. 

** I am well, sir, thank God f and still more that 1 sec you so ; 
— but this gentleman,” she said, quitting his arm, and shrinking 
from him, ** what must he think of me 1’’ and her eloquent blood, 
flushing over neck and brow, spoke how much she was ashamed 
of the freedom witli which she had craved, and even compelled 
his assistance. 

This gentleman,” said Sir William Ashton, “ will, I trust, 
not regret the trouble we have given him, when I assure him of 
the gratitude of the Lord Keeper for the greatest service whieli 
one man ever rendered to another — ^,for the life of my child — 
for my own life, which he has saved by his bravery and presence 
of mind. He will, 1 am sure, permit us to request ” 

“ Request notliing of me, my lord,” said the stranger, in a stem 
and peremptory tone ; I am the Master of Ravenswood.” 

There was a dead pause of surprise, not unmixed with less 
pleasant feelings. The Master wrapt himself in his cloak, made 
a haughty inclination towards Lucy, muttering a few words of 
courtesy, as indistinctly heard as they seemed to be reluctantly 
uttered, and, turning from them, was immediately loni in the 
thicket. » 

The Master of Ravenswood !” said the Lord Keeper, when 
he had recovered his momentary astonishment — '* Hasten after 
him — stop him — beg liim to speak to me for a single moment.” 

The two foresters accordingly set off in pursuit of the stranger. 
They speedily reappeared, and, in an embarrassed and awkward 
manner, said the gentleman would not return. The Lord Keeper 
took one of the fellows aside, and questioned him more closely 
what the Master of Ravenswood had said. 

" He just said he wadna come back,” said the man, with the 
caution of a prudent Scotsman, who cared not to be the bearer 
of an unpleasant errand. 

“ He said something more, sir,” said tlie Lord Keeper, "and I 
insist on knowing what it was.” 



THE BRIDE OF LAMMERMOOR. 


63 


“ Why, then, my lord,” said the man, looking down, « he said 
— But it wad be nae pleasure to your lordship to hear it, for 1 
daresay the Master meant nae ill.” 

“ That ’s none of your concern, sir ; I desire to hear the very 
words.” 

“ Weel, then,” replied the man, “ he said. Tell Sir William 
Ashton, that the next time he and T forgather, he will not be 
half soe blithe of our meeting as of our parting.” 

“ Very well, sir,” said the Lord Keeper, “ I believe he alludes 
to a wager we have on our hawks — it is a matter of no conse- 
quence.” 

He turned to his daughter, who was by this time so much 
recovered as to be able to walk home. But the effect wliich tlie 
various recollections, connected with a scene so terrific, made 
upon a mind which was susceptible in an extreme degree, was 
more permanent than the injury which her nerves liad sustained. 
Visions of terror, both in sleep and in waking reveries, recalled 
to her the form of the furious animal, and the dreadful bellow 
with which ho accompanied his career ; and it was always the 
image of the Master of Ravenswood, with his native nobleness of 
c‘ountenance and form, that seemed to interpose betwixt her and 
assured death. It is, perhaps, at all times dangerous for a young 
pei'son to suffer recollection to dwell repeatedly, and with too 
much complacency, on the same individum ; but in Lucy’s situa- 
tion it was almost unavoidable. She had never happened to see 
a young man of mien and features so romantic and so striking as 
young Ravenswood ; but had she seen an hundred his equals or 
his superiors in those particulars, no one else could have been 
linked to her heart by the strong associations of remembered 
danger and escape, of gratitude, wonder, and curiosity. I say 
curiosity, for it i.i likely that the singularly restrained and unac- 
commodating manners of the Master of Ravenswood, so much at 
variance with the natural expression of his features and grace of 
Ills deportment, as they excited wonder by the contrast, had their 
effect in riveting her attention to the recollection. She knew 
little of Ravenswood, or the disputes which had existed betwixt 
her father and his, and perhaps could in her gentleness of mind 
hardly have comprehended the angry and bitter passions which 
they had engendered. But she knew that he was come of noble 
stem; was poor, though descended from the noble and the wealthy; 
and she felt that she could sympathize with the feelings of a 
proud mind, which urged him to recoil from the proffered grati- 
tude of the new proprietors of his father’s house and domains. 
Would he have equally shunned their acknowledgments and 
avoided their intimacy, had her father’s request been uiwd more 
mildly, less abruptly, and softened with the grace which women 
so well know bow to throw into their manner, when they mean 
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to mediate betwixt tlie headlong pas&ions of the ruder sex f This 
was a perilous question to ask her own mind — perilous both in 
the idea and in its consequences. 

Lucy Ashton, in short, was involved in those mazes of the 
imagination which are most dangerous to the young and the 
stasitive. Time, it is true, absence, change of scene and new 
faces, might probably have destroyed the illusion in her instance 
as it has done in many others ; but her residence reiiiainod soli- 
tary, and her mind witliout those means of dissipating her pleasing 
visions. 'J'his solitude was chiefly owing to the absence of Lady 
Ashton, who was at thi.s time in Edinburgh, watching the pro- 
gress of some state inti "me; the Lord Keeper only received 
society out of policy or ostentation, and was by nature rather 
reserved and unsociable ; and thus no cavalier appeared to rival 
or to obscure the ideal picture of chivalrous excellence which 
Lucy had pictured to herself in the Master of Ravenswood. 

While Lucy indulged in these dreams, she made frequent 
visits to old blind Alice, hoping it would be easy to lead her to 
talk on the subject, which at present she had so imprudently 
admitted to occupy so large a portion of her thoughts. But 
Alice did not in this particular gratify her wishes and expecta- 
tions. She spoke readily, and with pathetic feeling, concerning 
tlie family in general, but 8<‘onied to observe an especial and 
cautious silence on the subject of the present representative. 
The little she said of him was not altogether so favourable as 
Lucy had anticipated. She hinted that ho was of a stem and 
unforgiving character, more ready to resent than to pardon 
injuries ; and Lucy combined with great alarm the hints which 
she now dropped of these dangerous qualities, with Alice's advice 
to her father, so emphatically given, “ to beware of Ravenswood.” 

But that very Ravenswood, of whom such unjust suspicious 
had been entertained, had, almost immediately after they had 
been uttered, confuted them, by saving at once her tath t’s life 
and her own. Had he nourished such biack revenge as Alice’s 
dark hints seemed to indicate, no deed of active guilt was neces- 
sary to the full gratification of that evil pa.ssiou. He needed but 
to liave withheld for an instant his indispensable and effective 
assistance, and the object of his re-sentment must have perished, 
without any direct aggression on his part, by a death equally 
fearful and certain. She conceived, therefore, tliat some secret 
prejudice, or the suspicions incident to age and misfoi-tune, had 
led Alice to form conclusions injurious to the character^ and 
irreconcilable both with the generous conduct and noble features 
of the Master of Ravenswood. And in this belief Lucy reposed 
her hope, and went on weaving her enchanted web of fairy hssue, 
as beautiful and transient as the film of the gossamer, when it is 
pearled with the morning dew and gluumermg to the sun. 
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Her father, in the meanwhile, as well as the Master of Ravens- 
wood, were making reflections, as frequent though more solid 
than those of Lucy, upon the singular event winch had taken 
jilace. The Lord Keeper’s first task, when he returned home, 
was to ascertain by medical advice that his daughter had sus- 
tained no injury from the dangerous and alarming situation in 
which she had been placed. Satisfied on this topic, he proceeded 
to revise tlie memoranda which he had taken doivn from the 
mouth of the person employed to interrupt the funeral service of 
the late Lord Ravenswood. Bred to Ciisuistry, and well accus- 
tomed to practise the ambidexter ingenuity of the bar, it cost 
him httle trouble to soften the features of the tumult which he 
had been at first so anxious to exaggerate. He preached to his 
colleagues of the Privy Council the necessity of using concilia- 
tory measures with young men, whose blood and temper were 
hot, and their experience of life limited. Ho dul not hesitate to 
athibate some censure to the conduct of the officer, as having 
boon nnnocossarily irritating. 

These were the contents of his public dcspatclies. The letters 
winch ho wrote to those private friends into whoso management 
the matter was likely to fall, were of a yet more favourable 
tenor. He represented that lenity m this case would be equally 
politic and popular, whereas, considering the high respect with 
which the rites of interment are regarded in Scotland, any severity 
exercised against the Master of Ravenswood for protecting those 
'if his father from interruption, would be on all sides most 
unfavourably construed. And, finally, assuming the language of 
a generous and high-spirited man, he made it his particular 
request, that tins affair should be passed over without severe 
notice. He alluded with delicacy to the predicament m which he 
himself stood with young Ravenswood, as having succeeded in 
the long train of litigation by which the fortunes of that noble 
house had been so much reduced, and confessed it would be 
most peculiarly acceptable to his own feelings, could he find 
means in some sort to counterbalance the disadvantages which 
he bad occasioned the family, though only in the prosecution of 
his just and lawful rights. He therefore made it his particular 
and personal request that the matter should have no farther 
consequences, and insinuated a desire that he himself should 
have the merit of having put a stop to it by his favourable report 
and intercession. It was particularly remarkable, that, contrary 
to his uniform practice, ho made no special communication to 
Lady Ashton upon the subject of the tumult ; and although he 
mentioned the alarm which Lucy had received from one of the 
wUd cattle, yet he gave no detailed account of an incident so 
interesting and terrible. 

There was much surprise among Sir William Ashton's political 
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friends and colleagues on receiring letters of a tenor so unex- 
pected. On comparing notes toge^er, one smiled, one put uj) 
his eyebrows, a third nodded acquiescence in the general wonder, 
and a fourth asked, if they were sure these were all the letters 
the Lord Keeper had written on the subject. It runs strangely 
in my mind, my lords, that none of these advices contain the 
root of the matter.” 

But no secret letters of a contrary nature had been received, 
although the question seemed to imply tlie possibility of their 
existence. 

“ Well,” said an old prey-headed statesman, who had contrived, 
by shifting and trimmin<^, to maintain his post at the steerage 
through aB the changes of course which the vessel had held for 
thirty years, “ I thought Sir William would hae verified the auld 
Scottish saying, * As soon comes tlie lamb’s skin to market as tlie 
auld tup’s.’ ” 

" We must please him after his own fashion,” said another, 

though it be an unlooked-for one.” 

“ A wilful man maun hae his way,” answered the old coun- 
sellor. 

The Keeper will rue this before year and day are out,” said 
a third ; “ tlie Master of Ravonswood is the lad to wind him a 
pirn.”* 

" Why, wliat would you do, my lords, witli the poor young 
fellow 1” said a noble Marquis present ; the Lord Kecjicr has 
got all his estates — he has not a cross to bless himself with.” 

On which the ancient Lord Tumtippet replied, 

'< * If he hams gear to fine, 

Ho lias Bliins to pine ’ — 

And that was our way before the Revolution — Luitur cum per- 
tona, qui luere non potent cum crumenaf — Hegh, my loids, tliat’s 
gude law Latin.” 

“ I can see no motive,” replied the Marquis, « that any noble 
lord can have f»r urging this matter farther ; let the Lord Keeper 
have the power to deal in it as he pleases.” 

"Agree, a^ee — remit to the Lord Keeper, with any other 
person for fawion’s sake — Lord Hirplehooly, who is bed-ridden 
— one to be a quorum — Make your entry in the minutes, Mr 
Clerk — And now, my lords, there is that young scattergood, the 
Laird of Bncklaw’s fine to be disponed upon — suppose it goes 
to my Lord Treasurer 1” 

"Shame bo in my meal-poke, then,” exclaimed Lord Tum- 
tippet, " and your hand aye in the nook of it 1 1 had set that 
down for a by bit between meals for mysell.” 

» ITfiid him a pim, proverbial for preparing a troublenme budness for lome 
perron. 

t i. e. Let him pay with bis perron, who cannot pay with his purse. 
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« To use one of your favourite saws, my lord,” replied the 
Martiuis, " you are like the miller’s dog, that licks his lips before 
tlie l»g is untied — the man is not fined yet.” 

“ But that costs but twa skarte of a pen,” said Lord Tumtip- 
pet ; "and surely there is nae noble lord that will presume to sa}, 
that I, wha hae complied wi’ a’ compliances, tane all manner of 
tests, abjured all that was to be abjured, and sworn a’ that was 
to be swoni, for these tliirty years bypast, sticking fast by mj 
duty to the state through good report and bad report, shouldna 
hae something now and then to synd my mouth wi’ after sic 
drouthy wark ! Eh V* 

" It would be very unreasonable indeed, my lord,” replied tlie 
Marquis, " had we either thought that your lordship’s drought 
was quenchable, or observed any thing stick in your tliroat t^t 
required washing down.” 

And so we close the scene on the Privy Council of that period. 


CHAPTER VI. 

For this are all these warriors come, 

To hear an idle tale ; 

And o’er our death-accustom’d arms 
Shall silly tears prevail ” 

Henry Mackenzie. 

On tlie evening of the day when the Lord Keeper and his 
daughter were saved from such imminent peril, two strangers 
were seated in tlie most pnvate apartment of a small obscure inn, 
or rather, alehouse, called the Tod’s Hen, about tliree or foui* 
miles from tlie Castle of Ravenswood, and as far from the ruinous 
tower of Wolf’s Crag, betwixt which two places it was situated. 

One of these strangers was about forty years of age, tall, and 
thin in the flanks, with an aquiline nose, dark penetrating eye^ 
and a slirewd but siuister cast of countenance. The other was 
about fifteen years younger, sliort, stout, ruddy-faced, and red- 
liaired, with an open, resolute, and clieeiful eye, to which care- 
less and fearless freedom, and inward darmg, gave fire and 
expression, notwithstanding its light grey colour. A stoup of wine, 
(for in those days it was served out from the cask in pewter 
flagons,) was placed on the tabic, and each had his qnaigh or 
biwer* before him. But there was little appearance of convi- 
viality. With folded arms, and looks of anxious expectation, 

* Drinking cups of different dzei, made out of staves hooped together. 
Tlis was used chiefly for drinking wine or brandy ; it mlgtit liidd about 

■ gUl, and was often composed of rare wood, and curiously ornamented with 
■liver. 



58 


TALES OF MY LANDLOllD. 


they eyed each other in bilence, each wrapt in his own thoughts, 
and holding no communication with his neighbour. 

At length the younger broke silence by exclaiming, “ What 
the foul fiend can detain the Master so long ? he must have 
miscarried in his enterprise. — Wliy did you disbuado me from 
going with him ’ ” 

“ One man is enough to right his own wrong,” said the taller 
and older personage ; “ we venture our lives for him m coming 
thus far on sucli an errand.” 

“You are but a crai^en after all, Craigengelt,” answered the 
younger, “ and that ’s w'lat many folk have thought you before 
now.” 

“ But what none has dared to tell me,” said Craigengelt, 
laying his liand on the hilt of his sword ; “ aud, but that 1 hold a 
hasty man no better tlian a fool, I w'ould” — he paused for his 
companion’s answer. 

“ Would you ? ” said the other coolly ; “ and why do you not 
then ? ” 

Craigengelt drew his cutlass an inch or two, and then returned 
it with violence into the scabbard — “ Because there is a deeper 
stake to be played for, than the lives of twenty harebrained 
gowks like you.” 

“ You ai’e right there,” said his companion, “for if it were not 
that these forfeitures, aud that last fine tliat the old driveller 
Tumtippet is gaping for, and which, I daresay, is laid on by tliis 
time, have fairly driven mo out of house and home, I were a 
coxcomb and a cuckoo to boot, to trust your fair promises of 
getting me a commission in tlio Irish brigaile, — what have I to 
do witli the Inbli brigade 1 I am a plain Scotsman, as my 
father was before me; and my grand-auiit. Lady Giruington, 
cannot live for ever.” 

“ Ay, Bucklaw,” observed Craigengelt^ “ but she may live for 
many a long day ; and for your father, ’ne had land ai.d living, 
kept himself clo|jo from wadsetters and money-lenders, paid each 
man his due, and lived on his own.” 

“ Aud whose fault is it that I have not done so too ?” said 
Bucklaw — “ whose but the devil’s and yours, and such like as 
you, that have led me to the far end of a fair estate ? and now I 
shall bo obliged, I suppose, to shelter and shift about like your- 
self — live one week upon a line of secret intelligence from Saint 
Germains —another upon a report of a rising m the Highlands — 
get my breakfast and morning-draught of sack from old Jacobite 
ladies, and give them locks of my old wig for the Qievalier’s hair 
— second my friend in his quarrel till he comes to the field, and 
then flinch from him lest so important a political agent should 
perish from the w'uy. All tins 1 must do for bread, besides 
calling myself a Captain ! ” 
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“ You think you are making a fine speech now,” said Craigen- 
golt, “and shewing much wit at my expense. Is starving or 
hanging better than the life I am obliged to load, because the 
present fortunes of the king eannot sufficiently support his envoys V* 

“ Starving is honestcr, Craigengelt, and hanging is like to be 
the end on ’t — But what you mean to make of this poor fellow 
Ravenswood, I know not — he has no money left, any more tlian 
T — his lands are all paivncd and idedged, and the interest eats 
up the mits, and is not satisfied, and what do you hojie to make 
by meddling in his affairs ^ ” 

“ Content yourself, Biicklaw; I know my business,” replied 
Craigengelt. “ Besides that his name, and his father’s services 
in 16*89, will make such an acquisition sound well With at 
Versailles and Saint Germains — you will also please be informed, 
tliat the MasU’r of Ravenswood is a very different kind of young 
fellow from you. He has parts and address, .is well as courage 
and talents, and will present himsell abro.ul like a young man of 
head as well as heart, who knows something more than the speed 
of a horse or the flight of a hawk. I have lost credit of late, by 
bringing over no one that had sense to know more tlian how to 
unharbour a stag, or take and reclaim an eyess. The Master has 
education, sense, and penetration.” 

“ And yet is not wise enough to escape the tricks of a kidnapper, 
Craigengelt 1 ” replied the younger mini. “ But don ’t be angry ; 
you know you will not fight, and so it is as well to leave your 
hilt m peace and quiet, and tell me in sober guise how you drew 
the Master into your confidence ? ” 

“ By flattering his love of vengeance, Bucklaw,” answered 
Craigengelt. “ He has always distrusted me, but I watched my 
time, and struck w'hile his temper was red-hot w’ith the sense of 
insult and of wrong. lie goes now to exiiostuLite, as he says, 
and perhaps thinks, with Sir William Asliton. I say, that if they 
meet, and tlie lawyer puts him to his defence, the Master will 
kill him ; for he hud that sparkle in bis eye which never deceives 
you when you would read a man’s purpose. At any rate, he will 
give him such a bullying as will be construed into an assault on 
a privy-couuciUor ; so there will be a total breach betwixt him 
and government ; Scotland will be too hot for him, France will 
gain him, and we will all set sail together in the French brig 
L’Espoir, wliich is hovenng for us off Eyemouth.” 

“ Content am I,” said Bucklaw ; “ Scotland has little left that I' 
care about ; and if carrying the Master with us will get us a better 
reception in France, why, so be it, a God’s name. I doubt our 
own merits will procure us slender preferment ; and I trust he 
will send a ball through the Keeper’s head before he joins us. 
One or two of tliese scoundrel statesmen should be shot once a- 
year, just to keep the others oji their good behaviour.” ' 
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“ That is very true,” replied Craigengelt j “ and it reminds me 
tliat I must go and see that our horses have be<^n fed, and are in 
readiness ; for, should such deed be done, it will be no time for 
grass to grow beneath their heels.” He proceeded as far as the 
door, then turned back witti a look of earnestness, and said to 
Hucklaw, " Whatever should come of this business, I am sure 
you will do me the justice to remember, that I said nothing to 
the Master which could imply my accession to any act of violence 
which he may take into his head to commit.” 

“ No, no, not a single word like accession,” replied Bucklaw ; 
“you know too well ihe risk belonging to these two terrible 
words, art and part.” Then, as if to liimself, he recited the 
following lines : 

“ The dial spoke not. but It made shrewd signs, 

And pointed full upon the stroke of murder.” 

“ What is that you are talldng to yourself?” said Craigengelt, 
turning back witli some anxiety. 

“Nothing — only two lines I have heard upon the stage,” 
replied his companion . 

“ Bucklaw,” said Craigengelt, “ I sometimes think you should 
have been a stage-player yourself ; all is fancy and frolic with 
you.” 

“ I have often thought so myself,” said Bucklaw. “ I believe 
it would be safer than acting with you in the Fatal Conspiracy. 
But away, play your own part^ and look after the horses hke a 
groom as you are. A play-actor — a stage-player !” he repeated 
to himself ; “ that would have deserved a stab, but that Craigen- 
gelt’s a coward — And yet I should like Ae profession well 
enough — Stay — lot me see — ay — I would come out in 
Alexander — 

* Thus from the grave I rise to sove my love, 

' Draw all your swords, and quick as lightnuigmove , 

When I rush on, sure none will dare to stay, 

Tib love commands, and glory leads the way.' ” 

As with a voice of thunder, and his hand upon his sword, 
Bucklaw repeated the ranting couplets of poor Lee, Craigengelt 
re-entered with a face of alarm. 

“ We are undone, Bucklaw ! the Master’s led horse has cast 
himself over his halter m the stable, and is dead lame — his 
hackney will be set up with the day's work, and now he has no 
fresh horse ; he will never get off.” 

“ Egad, ^ere wiU be no moving with the qieed of lightning 
tliis bout,” said Bucklaw, drily. “ But stay, you can give him 
yours.” 

“ What 1 and be taken myself ! 1 thank you for the proposal,” 
said Craigengelt. 
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** Why,” replied Bucklaw, “ if the Lord Keeper should have 
met with a mischance, which for my part I cannot suppose, for 
the Master is not the lad to shoot an old and unarmed man — but 
if tliere should have been a fray at the Castle, you are neither 
art nor part in it, you know, so have nothing to fear.” 

" True, true,” answered the other, witli embarrassment ; but 
consider my commission from Saint Germains.” 

" Which many men think is a commission of your own making, 
noble captain. Well, if you will not give liim your horse, why, 
d — n it, he must have mine.” 

“ Yours 1” said Craigengelt. 

“ Ay, mine,” repeated Uucldaw ; “ it shall never be said, that I 
agreed to back a gentleman in a little affair of honour, and 
neither helped him on witli it nor off from it.” 

** You will give him your horse ? and have you considered the 
loss 1 ” 

“ Loss ! why. Grey Gilbert cost me twenty Jacobuses, that ’s 
true ; but then his hackney is worth something, and his Black 
Moor 18 worth twice as much were he sound, and I know how to 
handle him. Take a fat sucking mastiff whelp, flay and bowel 
him, stuff the body full of black and grey snails, roast a reason- 
able time, and baste with oil of spikenard, saffron, cinnamon and 
honey, anoint with the dripping, working it in ” 

“ Yes, Bucklaw ; but in the meanwhile, before the sprain is 
cured, nay, before the whelp is roasted, you will be caught and 
hung. Depend on it, tlie chase will be hard after Ravenswood. 
I wish we had made our place of rendezvous nearer to the 
coast.” 

“ On my faith, then,” said Bucklaw, “ I had best go off just 
now, and leave my horse for him — Stay, stay, ho comes, I hear 
a horse’s feet.” 

" Are you sure there is only one ! ” said Craigengelt ; “ 1 fear 
tliere is a cliaso ; I tliink I hear three or four ^loping together 
— Tam sure I hear more horses than one.” 

“ Pooh, pooh, it is the wench of the house clattering to tlie well 
in her pattens. By my faith. Captain, you should give up both 
your captainship and your secret service, for you are as easily 
scared as a wild-goose. But here comes ^e Master alone, and 
looking as gloomy as a night in November.” 

The Master of Ravenswood entered the room accordingly, his 
cloak miifHed around him, his arms folded, his looks stem, and 
at the same time dejected. He flung Ins cloak from him as he 
entered, tlirew himself upon a cliair, and appeared sunk in a 
profound reverie. 

“ What has happened ! What have you done 1 ” was hastily 
demanded by Craigengelt and Bucklaw in the same moment. 

** Nothing,” was the sliurt and sullen answer. 



TALES OF MY LANDLORD. 


r>2 

Nothing I and left us, determined to call the old villain to 
account for all the injuries that you, we, and die country, have 
received at his band 1 Have you seen him ?” 

“ I have,” replied the Master of Ravenswood. 

“Seen him? and come away without settling scores which 
have been so long due ? ” said Bueklaw ; “ I would not have 
expected that at the hand of the Master of Ravenswood.” 

“ No mattt'v what you expected,” replied Ravenswood ; “ it is 
not to you, sir, tliat I .shall be disposed to render any i-eason for 
my conduct.” 

“ Patience, Bueklaw,’ said Craigcngelt, intemipting his com- 

C ion, who seemed ahoi t to m.ike an angry reply. “ The Master 
been interrupted in his purpose by some accident ; but he 
must excuse the anxious curiosity of friends, who are devoted to 
his cause like you and me.” 

“ Friends, Captain Craigcngelt !” retorted Ravenswood, haugh- 
tily ; “ I am ignorant wliat hiniihanty h<is passed betwixt us to 
entitle you to use that expression. I think our friendship 
amounts to this, that we agreed to leave Scotland together so 
soon as I should have visited the alienated mansion of my 
fathers, and had an interview with its present possessor — I will 
not call him proprietor.’" 

« Very true, Master,” answered Bueklaw ; “and as wo thought 
^ou had a mind to do sometlung to put your neck in jeopardy, 
Craigie and I very courteously agreed to tarry for you, although 
ours might run some risk in consequence. As to Craigie, indeed, 
it does not very much signify, he had gallows ritten on his brow 
in the hour of his birth ; but I should not like to discredit my 
parentage by coming to such an end in another man’s cause.” 

“ Gentlemen,” said the Master of Ravenswood, “ I am sorry if 
T have occasioned you any inconvenience, hut J must elaim the 
right of judging what is best for my own affairs, without, » ■ ndering 
explanations to any one. I have alteri d my mind, and do not 
design to leave the country this season.” 

“ Not to leave the country. Master exclaimed Craigtugelt. 
“ Not to go over, after all the trouble and expense I have 
incurred — after all the risk of discovery, and the expense of 
demurrage I” 

“ Sir,” replied the Master of Ravenswood, “ when I designed 
to leave tliis country in this haste, T made use of your obliging 
offer to procure me means of conveyance ; but 1 do not recollect 
that I pledged myself to go off, if I found occasion to alter my 
mind. For your trouble on my account, I am sorry, and I thank 
you ; your expense,” he added, putting his hand into his pocket, 
“admits a more solid compensation — freight and demurrage are 
matters with which I am unacquainted, Captain Craigengelt, but 
take my purse and pay yourself accoi’ding to your own conscience.” 
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And accordingly ho tendered a purse with some gold in it to tlie 
soi-disant captain. 

But here Bueklaw interposed in his turn. “Your fingers, 
Oraigic, seem to itch for tliat same piece of green net-work,” said 
he ; “ but I make my vow to God, that if tliey offer to close upon 
it, I will chop them off with my whinger. Since the Master has 
changed his mind, I suppose we need stay here no longer ; but m 
the first place I beg leave to tell him ” 

“ Tell him any thing you will,” said Craigengelt, “ if you will 
first allow me to state tlio inconveniences to which he will expose 
himself by quitting our society, to remind him of the obstacles to 
his remaining here, and of the difficulties attemlmg his proper 
introduction at Versailles and Saint Germains, without the coun- 
tenance of those who have established useful connections.” 

“ Besides forfeiting the friendship,” said Bucldaw, “ of at least 
one man of spirit and honour.” 

“ Gentlemen,” said Ravenswood, “ permit me once more to 
assure you, that you have been pleased to attach to our temporary 
connection more importance tlian I ever meant that it should 
have. When I repair to foreign courts, 1 shall not need the 
introduction of an intriguing adventurc-r, nor is it necessary for 
me to set value on the friendship of a hot-headed bully.” With 
these words, and without waiting for an answer, he loft the apart- 
ment, remounted his horse, and was heard to ride off. 

** Mortbhcu I” said Captain Craigengelt, “ my recruit is lo.st !” 

" Ay, Captain,” said Bueklaw, “ the salmon is off with hook 
and all. But I will after him, for I have had more of his inso- 
lence than I can well digest.” 

Cnngcngclt offered to aw'ompany him ; but Bueklaw replied, 
“ No, no. Captain, keep you the cheek of the chimney-nook till 1 
come back ; it ’s good sleeping in a haill skin. 

‘ kens tke auld wife that sits by the fire. 

How uiuld the wind blaws in hiiilc-burle swire.' ” 

And Binging as he went, he left the apartment. 


CHAPTER VII. 


Now, Billy Bewick, keep pood heart, 

Apd of thv talking: let me be ; 

But if thou art a man. as I am sure thou art, 

Come over the dike and fight with me 

(Ua Ballad. 


The Master of Ravenswood had mounted the ambling hackney 
which he before rode, on finding the accident wliich bad happened 



64 


TALES OF MY LANDLORD. 


to his led horse, and, for Uie animars ease, was proceeding at a 
slow pace from the Tod’s Den towards his old tower of Wolfs 
Crag, when he heard the galloping of a horse behind him, and, 
loolung back, perceived that he was pursued by young Bucklaw, 
who had been delayed a few minutes in the pursuit by the irresis- 
tible temptation of giving the hostler at tlie Tod’s Den some recipe 
for treating the lame horse. This brief delay ho had made up 
by hard gaUoping, and now overtook tlie Master where the road 
traversed a waste moor. “ Halt, sir,” cried Bucklaw ; “ 1 am no 
political agent — no Captain Craigengclt, whose life is too impor- 
tant to be hazarded in defence of his honour. T am Frank 
Hayston of Bucklaw, and '.o man injures me by word, deed, sign, 
or look, but he must render me an account of it.” 

“ This is all very well, Mr Hayston of Bucklaw,” replied the 
.Master of Ravenswood, in a tune tlie most calm and indifferent ; 
“ but I have no quarrel with you, and desire to have none. Our 
roads homeward, as well as our roads through life, lie in different 
directions ; there is no occasion for us crossing each other.” 

“ Is there not *” said Bucklaw, impetuously. “ By Heaven ! 
but 1 say that there is, though — you called us intriguing 
adventurers.” 

“ Bo correct in your recollection, Mr Hayston ; it was to your 
companion only 1 applied that epithet, and you know him to bo 
no better.” 

And what then 1 He was my companion for the time, and 
no man shall insult my companion, right or wrong, while he is in 
iny company.” 

“Then, Mr Hayston,” replied Ravenswood, witli the same 
composure, “ you should choose your society better, or you are 
like to have much work in your capacity of tiieir champion. Go 
home, sir, sleep, and have more reason in your wrath to-morrow.” 

“ Not so, Master, you have mistaken your man ; high mrs and 
wise saws shall not carry it off thus, Bi sides, you tciaied me 
bully, and you shall retract the word bef(*re we part.” 

“ Faith, scarcely,” said Ravenswood, “ unless you shew me 
better reason for linking myself mistaken than you ai’e now 
producing.” 

“ Then, Master,” said Bucklaw, “ though I should be sorry to 
offer it to a man of your quality, if you will not justify your 
incivility, or retract it, or name a place of meeting, you must here 
undergo the hard word and the hard blow.” 

“ Neitlier will be necessary,” said Ravenswood ; “ I am satisfied 
with what I have done to avoid an affair witli you. If you are 
serious, this place will serve as well as another.” 

“ Dismount, then, and draw,” said Bucklaw, setting him an 
example. “ I always thought and said you were a pretty man ; 1 
should be sorry to report you otherwise.” 
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“ You shall have no reason, sir,” said Ravcnswood, alighting, 
and putting himself into a posture of defence. 

Their swords crossed, and tho combat commenced with great 
spirit on the part of Bucklaw, who was well accustomed to affairs 
of the kind, and distinguished by address and dexterity at his 
weapon. In the present case, however, he did not use his skill to 
advantage ; for, having lost temper at the cool and contemptuous 
manner in which the Master of Ravenswood had long refused, 
and at length granted him satisfaction, and m*ged by his impa- 
tience, he adopted the part of an assailant with inconsiderate 
eagerness. The Master, witli equal skill, and much greater com- 
posure, remained chiefly on the defensive, and even declmed to 
avail himself of one or two advantages afforded him by the eager- 
ness of his adversary. At length, m a despci'ate lunge, which he 
followed with an attempt to close, Bucklaw’s foot slipped, and he 
fell on the short grassy turf on which they were fighting. " Take 
your life, sir,” said the Master of Ravenswood, “ and mend it, if 
you can.” 

It woidd be but a cobbled piece of work, I fear,” said Bucklaw, 
rising slowly, and gathering up his sword, much less disconcerted 
with the issue of the combat than could have been expected from 
the impetuosity of his temper. “ I thank you for my life, Master,” 
he pursued. “ There is rny hand, I bear no ill-will to you, eitlier 
for my bad luck or your bettor swordinanship.” 

The Master looked steadily at him fur an instant, then 
extended his hand to him. — ‘‘Bucklaw,” he said, “you are a 
generous fellow, and I have done you wrong, I heartily ask your 
pardon for the expression wliicli offended you ; it was hastily and 
incautiously uttered, and 1 am convinced it is totally misapplied.” 

“ Are you indeed. Master ?” said Bucklaw, his face resuming at 
once its natural expression of light-hearted carelessness and 
audacity ; “ that is more than 1 expected of you ; for. Master, 
men say you are not ready to retract your opinions and your 
language.” 

“ Not when I have well considered them,” said the Master. 

“ Then you are a little wiser than I am, for I always give my 
friend satisfaction first and explanation afterwards. If one of us 
falls, all accounts are settled ; if not, men are never so ready for 
peace as after war. — But what does that bawling brat of a boy 
want I” said Bucklaw “ I wish to Heaven he had come a few 
minutes sooner ! and yet it must have been ended some time, and 
perhaps this way is as well as any other.” 

As he spoke, the boy he mentioned came up, cudgelling an ass, 
on which he was mounted, to the top of its speed, and sending, 
like one of Ossian’s heroes, his voice before him, — “ Gentlemen, 

- 'gentlemen, save yourselves I for the gudewife bade os tell ye 
VOl. VHI. E 



66 TALES OP MY LANDLORD. 

there were folk in her house had tacn Captain Craigengelt, and 
were seeking for Bucklaw, and that ye behoved to ride for it.” 

“ By my faith, and that ’s very true, my man,” said Bucklaw ; 
“ and there’s a silver sixpence for your news, and I would give 
any man twice as much would tell mo which way I should 
ride.” 

' That will I, Bucklaw,” said Ravenswood ; “ ride home to 
Wolf’s Crag with mo. Tliere are places m tho old tower where 
you might he hid were a tliuusand men to seek you. 

“ But that ill bring you into trouble yourself. Master ; and 
unless you bo in the Jacobite scrape already, it is quite needless 
for me to drag you in ” 

Not a whit ; I have no'hing to fear.” 

“ Then f will ride with you blithely, for, to say tho truth, I do 
not know the rendezvous that Craigie was to guide us to this 
night ; and 1 am sure that, if ho is taken, he will ttdl all the truth 
of me, and twenty hes of you, in order to save huaself from the 
witliie.” 

They mounted, and rode off in company accordingly, striking 
off the ordinary road, and holding their way by wild moorish 
unfrequented paths, with which the gentlemen wei’o well 
acquainted from the exercise of the chase, but through which 
others would have had much difficulty in tracing their course. 
They rode for some time in silence, making such haste as tho 
condition of Ravenswood’s horse permitted, until night havmg 
gradually closed around them, they discontinued their speed, both 
from the difficulty of discovering their path, and from the hope 
that they were beyond the reacli of pursuit or observation. 

“ Anil now that wo have drawn bridle abit,” said Bucklaw, I 
would fam ask ytiu a question. Master.” 

“ Ask, and wcleoiur,” wud Ravenswood, “ but forgive niy ncft 
answering it, unless I tliink proper.” 

“Well, it is simply tins,” answered bis late antagonist,' — 
“ What, in the nainp of old Sathan, could make you, who t..aud so 
highly on your Reputation, tliink for a mtiment of drawing up 
with such a rogue as Craigengelt, and buel. a scape-grace as folk 
call Bucklaw 

“Simply, because I was desperate, and sought desperate 
associates.” 

“ And what made you break off fiHim us at tlie nearest 1” again 
demanded Bucklaw. 

“ Because t had changed my mind,” said the Master, “ and 
renounced iny enterprise, at least for the present. And now that 
[ liave answered your questions fairly and frankly, tell me what 
makes you associate witli Craigengelt, so much beneatli you both 
in birtli and in spmit 1” 

^ lu plain terms,” answered Bucklaw, “ because I am a fool, 
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who have ^mbled away my land in these times. My grand-aunt. 
Lady Girnington, has taen a new taek of life, I think, and I could 
only hope to get somethuig by a change of government, Craigie 
was a sort of gambling acquaintance ; he saw my condition ; and, 
as the devil is always at one’s elbow, told me fifty lies about his 
credentials from Versailles, and hw interest at Saint Germains, 
promised me a captain’s commission at Paris, and I have been 
ass enough to put my thumb under his belt. 1 daresay, by this 
time, he has told a dozen pretty stories of me to the government. 
And this is what I have got by wine, women, and dice, cocks, 
dogs, and hordes.” 

“ Yes, Bucklaw,” said the Master, " you have indeed nourished 
in your bosom the snakes that are now stinging you.” 

“ That’s home as well as tine, Master,” re]»htd his companion ; 
“ but, by your leave, you have nursed in your bosom one great 
goodly snake that has swallowed all the rest, and is as sure to 
devour you as my half dozen arc to make a meal on all that’s 
left of Bucklaw, which is but what lies between bonnet and 
boot-hei'l.” 

“ I must not,” answered the Master of llavenswood, “challengo 
the freedom of speech in which I have set example. What, to 
speak without a metaphor, do you call this monstrous passion, 
which you charge me with fostering 

“ Revenge, my good sir, revenge , which, if it be as gentleman- 
like a sin as wine and wassail, with their et ca'terag, is equally 
unchristian, and not so bloodless. It is better breaking a paik- 
pale, to watch a doe or damsel, than to shoot an old man.” 

“ I deny the purpose,” said the Master of Raven&wood. “ On 
niy soul, 1 had no such intention ; I meant but to confront the 
oppressor ere 1 left iny native land, and ujibraid linn with his 
t\ ranny and its consequences. I would have stated my wrongs 
so that they would have shaken his soul within him.” 

“ Yes,” answered Bucklaw, “and he would have collared you, 
and cried help, and then you would have shaken the soul out of 
him, I buppohc. Your very look and manner would have 
trightened the old man to death.” 

“ Consider the provocation,” answ'cred Ravenswood — “ con- 
sider the ruin and death procured and caused by his hard-hearted 
cmelty — an ancient house destroyed, an affectionate father 
murdered ' Why, in our old Scottish days, ho that sat quiet 
under such wrongs, would have been held neither fit to back a 
friend nor taco a foe.” 

“ Well, Master, 1 am glad to see that the devil deals as 
cunnmgly with other folk as he deals with me; for whenever I 
am about to commit any folly, he persuades mo it is tlie most 
necessary, gallant, gentlemanlike thing on earth, and I am up to 
saddlegirtlis in the hog before I see that the ground is soft. 
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And you, Master, might have turned out a murd a homicide, 

just out of pure respect for your father’s memory.” 

There is more sense in your language, Bucl^w,” replied the 
Master, “ tlian might have been expected from your conduct. 
It is too true, our vices steal upon us in forms outwardly as fair 
as those of die demons whom tiie superstitious i*epresent as 
intriguing with the human race, and are not discovered in dieir 
native hideousness until we have clasped them in our arms.” 

“But we may throw them from us, diough,” said Bucklaw, 
“ and that is what I shall diink of doing one of those days, — 
that IS, when old Lady (lirnington dies.” 

“ Did you ever hear tlie expression of the English divine ?” 
said Ravenswood — ‘“IMl is paved with good intentioiis’ — 
as much as to say, they are more often formed than executed.” 

“ Well,” replied Bucklaw, “ but I will begin this blessed night, 
and have determined not to dnnk above one quart of wine, unless 
your claret bo of extraordinary quality.” 

“ You will find little to tempt you at Wolf’s Crag,” said the 
Master. “ I know not that I can promise you more than tlio 
shelter of my roof ; all, and more than all, our stock of wine and 
provisions was exhausted at the late occasion.” 

“ Long may it be ere provision is needed for tlie like purpose,” 
answered Bucklaw ; “ but you sliould not drmk up the last flask at 
a dirge ; there is ill luck in that.” 

“ There is ill luck, I tliink, ui whatever belongs to me,” said 
Bavenswood. “ But yonder is Wolf’s Crag, and wliatever it 
still contains is at your service.” 

The roar of the sea had long announced their approach to tlie 
cliffs, on the summit of winch, like tlie nest of some sea-eagle, tlie 
founder of the fortalioe had perched his eyry. The pale moon, 
which had hitlierto been contending with flitting clouds, now 
shone out, and gave them a view of the solitary and naked tower, 
situated on a projecting cliff that beetled on the German Ocean. 
On three sides the rock was precipitous r on the fourtli, which 
was that towards tlie land, it had been originally fenced by an 
artificial ditch and drawbridge, but the latter was broken down 
and ruinous, and the former had been in part filled up, so as to 
allow passage for a horseman into the narrow court-yard, encircled 
on two sides with low offices and stables, partly ruinous, and closed 
on the landward front by a low embattled wall, while the remaining 
side of the quadrangle was occupied bj- the tower itself, which, 
tall and narrow, and built of a greyish bloue, stood glimmering in 
the moonlight, like tlie sheeted spectre of some huge giant. A 
wilder or more disconsolate dwelling, it was perhaps difficult to 
conceive. The sombrous and heavy sound of tlie billows, succes- 
sively dashing against the rocky beach at a profound distance 
beneath, was to the car what the landscape was to the eye — a 
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symbol of unvaried and monotonous melancholy, not unmingled 
with horror. 

Aithough the night was not far advanced, there was no sign of 
living inliabitant about this forlorn abode, excepting that one, and 
only one, of the narrow and stanchellcd windows which appeared 
at irregular heights and lUstances in the walls of the building, 
shewed a small glimmer of light. 

“ There,” said Havenswood, “sits the only male domestic that 
remains to the house of Havenswood ; and it is well that he docs 
remain there, since otherwise, we had little hope to find either 
light or fire. But follow me cautiously ; tlie road is narrow, and 
admits only one horse in front.” 

In effect, the path led along a kind of isthmus, at the peninsular 
extremity of which the tower was situated, with that exclusive 
attention to strength and security, in preference to every circum- 
stance of convenience, which dicUted to the Scottisli barons the 
choice of their situations, as well as their style of building. 

By adopting the cauti<ius mode of approach recommended by 
tlie proprietor of tins ivild hold, they entered the court-yard in 
safety. But it was long ere the efforts of Ravenswood, tliough 
loudly exerted by knocking at tlio low-brow'cd entrance, and 
repeated shouts to Caleb to open tlic gate and admit them, 
received any aiiswer. 

“ The old man must be departed,” he began to say, “ or fallen 
into some 6t; for tlie noise 1 liave made would have waked tlio 
seven bleepers,” 

At length a timid and hesitating voice replied, — “ Master — 
Master of Ravenswood, is it you ?” 

“ Yes, it 18 I, Caleb ; open the door quickly.” 

“ But is it you in very blood and body ? For I would sooner 
face fifty dee'als as my ma-ster’s ghaist, or even his wraith, — 
wherefore, aroint ye, if yc were ten times my roaster, unless ye 
come in bodily sliape, lith and limb.” 

“It is I, you old fool,” answered Ravenswood, “in bodily 
shape, and alive, save that I am half dead witJi cold.” 

The light at the upper window disappeared, and glancing from 
loop-hole to loop-hole in slow succession, gave intimation that 
tho bearer was m the act of descending, with great delibf'ra- 
tion, a winding staircase occupying one of the tunets which 
graced the angles of the old tower. The tardiness of his descent 
extracted some exclamations of impatience from Ravcnsivood, 
and several oaths from his less patient and more mercurial com- 
panion. Caleb again paused ere he unbolted the door, and once 
more asked, if they were men of mould tliat demanded entrance 
at tills time of night 1 

“ Were I near you, you old fool,” said Bucklaw, “ I would give 
you sufficient proofs of my bodily condition.” 
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“ Open the gate, Caleb,” said his master, in a more soothing 
tone, partly from his regard to the ancient and faithful seneschal, 
partly perhaps because he thought tliat angry words would be 
thrown away, so long as Caleb had a stout iron-clenched oaken 
door betwixt his person and the speakers. 

At lengtli Caleb, with a trembling hand, undid the bars, opened 
tile heavy door, and stood before them, exhibiting his tlim grey 
hairs, bald forehead, and sharp high features, illuminated by a 
quivering lamp which he held in one hand, while he shaded and 
proU'cted its tlanie with tlie other. The timorous courteous 
glance which he threw around him — the effect of the partial 
light upon his white h.ur and illuniinod features, might have 
made a good painting; In-t our travellers were too im])aticnt for 
security against the rising ntorm, to permit them to indulge tliem- 
belves in studying the picturesque. “ Is it you, iiiy dear master ? 
IS it you yourself, indeed exclaimed the old domestic. “ I am 
wae ye suld liae stude waiting at your am gate ; but wha wad hae 
thought o’ seeing ye sae sune, and a strange gentleman with a — 
(Here he exclaimed apart, as it were, and to some inmate of the 
btwer, in a voice not meant to be heard by those in the court — 
Mysie — Mysio, woman ' stir for dear life, and get the fire mended; 
take the auld three-legged stool, or ony thuiff tliat ’s readiest tJiat 
will make a lowc,) — i doubt we are but puirly provided, no 
expecting ye this some months, when doubtless ye wad hae 
been received conform till your rank, as gude right is; but 
iiathele.ss ” 

“ Natheless, Caleb,” said the Master, “ we must have our horses 
put up, and ourselves too, the best way we can. I liope you are 
not sorry to see me sooner than you expected 

“Sorry, my lord ' — I imi sure ye sail aye be my lord wi’ 
honest folk, as jour noble ancestors hae been these tliri'e hundred 
years, and never asked a whig’s leave. SoiTy to wee the Lord of 
Haveiiswood at aiic o’ liis am castles (Then again apart to liis 
unseen associate behind the screen — M,,sie, kill the !> >od-heii 
without thinking twice on it; let tliem care ^at come ahiiit.) — 
No to say it’s our beat dwelling,” he added, turning to Bucklaw ; 
“ but just a strength for the Lord of Ravenswood to Heo until, — 
that is, not tofiee, but to retreat until in troublous times, like the 
present, when it was ill convenient for him to live farther in the 
country in ony of his bettor and mair principal manors ; but, for 
its antiquity, uiaist folk tliiuk that the outside of Wolf’s Crag is 
worthy of a large perusal.” 

“ And you are determined we shall have time to make it,” said 
Ravenswood, somewhat amused with the shifts the old man used 
to detain them without doors, untd his confederate Mysie had 
made her preparations witiiin. 

“ Oj iu>v er mind the outside of the house, my good friend,” said 
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Bucklaw ; " let’s see the msidc, and let our horses see the stable, 
that ’s all.” 

“ O yes, sir — ay, sir, — unquestionably, sir — my lord and ony 
of his honourable companions ” 

“But our horses, iny old friend — our horses; they will be 
dead-foundered by standing here in the cold alter iidiiig hard, 
and mine is too good to be spoiled ; therefore, once more, our 
horses,” exclaimed Bucklaw. 

“True — ay — your horses — yes — I will call tlie grooms;” 
and sturdily did Caleb roar till the old tower rang again, — 
“John — William — Saunders! — The lads are gaiie out, or 
sleeping,” he observed, after pausing for an answer, winch he 
knew that he had no human chance of receiving. “ gaes 
wrang when the Master ’s out by ; but I ’ll take care o’ your cattle 
niysell ” 

“ I tlinik you had better,” said Raveiiswood, “ otlierwise I see 
little chance of their being attended to at all ” 

“ WJiibht, iny lord, — whisht, for God’s sake,” said Caleb, in an 
imploring tone, and apart to his master; “if ye dinna reg.ii‘d 
your am credit, think on mine, we’ll hue liaid enough wark to 
niak a decent night o ’t, wi’ a’ the lees I can hdl.” 

“ Well, well, never mind,” said Ins master ; “ go to the stable. 
There is liay and corn, 1 trust 

“ Ou ay, plenty of hay and corn ;” this was uttered boldly and 
aloud, and, m a lower tone, “ there was some half-fous o’ aits, 
and some tiits o’ meadow-hay, left after the hurial.” 

“ Very well,” ‘■aid Ravciisw'ood, taking the lamp from Ins 
domestic’s unwilling hand, “ I wiU bliew the stranger up stairs 
myself.” 

“ I canna think o’ that, my lord ; — if ye wad but liave five 
minutes, or ten minutes, or, at niaist, a quarter of an hour's 
patience, and look at the hue mooiihght prospect of the Bass and 
North-Bcrwiek Law till 1 sort the horses, 1 would marshal ye up, 
as reason i-. ye suld be marshalled, your lordship and your hon- 
ourable visiter. And I hae lockit up the siller candlesticks, and 
the lamp is not ht ” 

“It will do very well in the meantime,” said llavenswood, 
“ and you will have no difficulty for want of light in the stable, 
for, if I recollect, half the roof is off.” 

“ Very true, riiy lord,” replied the trusty adherent, and w'ltli 
ready wit instantly added, “ and the lazy sclater loons liave never 
come to put it on a’ this while, your lordsliip.” 

“ If I were disposed to jest at the calamities of my house,” 
said Raveiiswood, as he led the way up stairs, “ poor old Caleb 
would furnish me with ample means. His passion consists in 
representing things about our miserable menage, not as they are, 
but as, in his opmion, tliey ought to be ; and, to say the ti'utb, I 
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have been often diverted with the poor wretch’s expedients to 
supply wliat he thought was essential for the credit of tlie family, 
and Ids still more generous apologies tor the want of those 
articles for which his ingenuity could discover no substitute. 
But though the tower is none of the largest, I shall have some 
trouble without him to find the apartment in which there is a 
fire.” 

As he spoke thus, he opened tlio door of the hall. " Here, at 
least,” he said, “ there is neither hearth nor harbour.” 

It was indeed a scene of desolation. A large vaulted room,t}ie 
beams of which, combined like those of Westminster-Hall, were 
rudely carved at the exti cniities, remained nearly in the situation 
in which it had been left dter the entertainment at Allan Lord 
Ravenswood’s funeral. Overturned pitchers, and black jacks, 
and pewter stoups, and flagons, still encumbered tlie large oaken 
table ; glasses, those more perishable implements of conviviality, 
many of which had been voluntarily sacrificed by the guests in 
their enthusiastic pledges to tavourite toasts, strewed the stone 
floor with their fragments. As for the articles of plate lent for 
the purpose by friends and kinsfolk, thoso had been carefully 
withdrawn so soon as the ostentatious display of festivity, equallv 
unnecessary and strangely timed, had been made and ended. 
Nothing, in short, remained that indicated wealth ; all the signs 
were those of recent wastefulness, and present desolation. The 
black cloth hangings, which on the lato mournful occasion, re- 
placed the tattered moth-eaten tapestries, had been partly pulled 
down, and, dangling from the wall in iiTcgular festoons, disclosed 
tlio rough stono-work of the building, unsmoothed either by 
plaster or the chisel. The seats thrown down, or left in disorder, 
intimated the careless confusion which had concluded the mourn- 
ful revel. “ This room,” said Ravenswood, holding up the lamp 
— “ this room, Mr Hayston, was riotous when it should have been 
sad ; it is a just retribution that it should now be sad when it 
ought to be cheerful.” 

They left this disconsolate apartment, and went up stairs, 
where, after opening one or two doors in vain. Ravenswood led 
the way into a little matted anteroom, in which, to their great joy, 
they found a tolerable good fire, which Mysie, by .some such ex- 
pecUent as Caleb had suggested, had supplied with a reasonable 
quantity of fuel. Glad at the heart to see more of comfort than 
the castle had yet seemed to offer, Bucklaw rubbed his hands 
hcartil/ over the fire, and now listened with more complacency 
to the apologies w hich the Master of Ravenswood offered. “ Com- 
fort,” ho said, “ I cannot provide for you, for I have it not 
for myself ; it is long since tliese walls have known it, if, indeed, 
they were ever acquainted with it. Shelter and safety, I tliink, 
I can promise you.” 
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“ Excellent matters, Master,” replied Bucklaw, and with a 
mouthful of food and wine, positively all I can require to-night.” 

" I fear,” said the Master, “your supper wjU be a poor one : I 
hear the matter in discussion betwixt Caleb and Mysie. Poor 
Balderston is something deaf, amongst his other accimiplishments, 
so that much of what lie means should be spoken aside is over- 
heard by tlie whole audience, and especially by those from whom 
he is most anxious to conceal his private manojuvres — Hark !” 

They listened, and heard the old domestic’s voice in conver- 
sation with Mysie to the following effect. “ Just mak the best 
o’t, mak the best o’t, woman ; it’s easy to put a fair face on ony 
thing.” 

“But the aiild brood-hen • — she’ll bo as teugh as bow-strings 
and bend leather !” 

“Say ye made a mistake — say ye made a mistake, Mysie,” 
replied the faithful senebchal, in a soothing and uiidertoned 
voice ; “ tak it a’ on j'oursell ; never let the credit o’ the house 
suffer.” 

“ But the brood-hen,” remonstrated Mysie, — “ou, she’s sitting 
some gate aneath the dais in the hall, and 1 am feared to gae in 
in the dark for the bogle ; and if 1 didna see the bogle, I could as 
ill see the hon, for it’s pit mirk, and theie’s no another light in 
the house, save that very blessed lamp ivhilk the Master has in 
his am hand. And if 1 had the hen, she 's to pu’, and to draw, 
and to dress ; how can I do that, and them sitting by the only 
fire we have 1” 4 

“ Weel, weel, Mysie,” said the butler, “ bide ye there a wee, 
and I’ll try to get the lamp wiled away frae them.” 

Accordingly, Caleb Baldereton entered the apartment, little 
aware that so much of Ins by-play had been audible there. 
“ Well, Caleb, my old friend, is tliere any chance of supper I” said 
the Master of Ravenswood. 

“ Chance of supper, your lordship said Caleb, with an em- 
phasis of strong scorn at the implied doubt, — “ How should there 
be ony question of that, and us in your lordship’s house * — (’hance 
of supper, indeed ' — But ye’ll no bo for butcher meat * Tliere ’s 
walth o’ fat poultry, ready either for spit or brander —The fat 
capon, Mysie !” he added, calling out as boldly as if such a tiling 
had been in existence. 

“ Quite unnecessary,” said Bncklaw, who deemed himself bound 
in courtesy to relieve some part of the anxious butler’s perplexity, 
“ if you have any tiling cold, or a morsel of bread.” 

“ The best of bannocks !” exclaimed Caleb, much reh'eved ; 
“ and for canid meat, a’ that wo hae is cauld eneugh, — howbeit 
maist of the cauld meat and pastry was gien to the puir folk 
after the ceremony of interment^ as gude reason was ; ncvcrtiic- 
less ” 
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Come, Caleb,” said the Master of I^aveiisw ood, “ 1 must cut 
this matter short. This is tlic young laird of Bucklaw ; he is 

under hiding, and therefore, you know ” 

" He’ll he nae nicer than jour lordship’s honour, T’se warrant,” 
answered Caleb, cheerlully, with a nod of intelligence ; “ I am 
sorry that the gentleman is under distress, hut I am blithe that 
he canna say muckle again our house-keeping, for I believe his ain 
pinches may match ours ; — no that we are pinched, thank God,” 
lie added, retracting the admission which he had made in his first 
burst of joy, “ but nae doubt we arc waiir aff than we hae been, 
or suld be. And for eating, — what signifies ti'lhug a lee 1 there’s 
just the hinder end of th<' iiiutton-ham tliat lias been but three 
times on the table, and ti e ncan^r tlie banc the sw'ceter, as j'our 
honours weel ken; ana — there ’.s tlie heel of the ewe milk 
kebbiick, wi’ a bit of nice butter, and — and— that’s a’ that’s to 
trust to.” And with great alacrity he produced his slender stock 
of provisions, and placed them with much formality upon a small 
round table betwixt tlie two gentlemen, who were not deterred 
cither by the homely quality or limited quantity of the repast 
from doing it lull justice. Caleb in the meanwhile waited on 
them with grave officiousness, as if anxious to make up, by his 
own respectful assiduity, for the w-ant of all other attendance. 
But, alas ! how little on such occasions can form, however 
anxiously and scrupulously observed, supply the lack of substan- 
tial fare ? Bucklaw, who had eagerly eaten a considei*able portion 
of the thrice-sacked mutton-ham, now began to demand ale. 

I wadna just presume to recommend our ale,” said Caleb ; 
“ the niaut was ill made, and there was awfu’ thunner last week ; 
but siccan water as the Tower well has ye’ll seldom see, Buek- 
law, and that I ’se engage for.” 

“ But if j'our ale is bad, you can let us have some wine,” said 
Bucklaw, making a gi*imace at the mention of the pure elemi'iit 
which Caleb so earnestly recommended. 

“ Wine 1” answered (’aleb, undauntedh, "eiieugh of .ine ; it 
was but twa days syne — wao’s me for tlu* cause — there was as 
much wine druiik in this house as would have floated a pinnace. 
There never was lack of wine at Wolf’s Crag.” 

“ Do fetch us some then,” said his master, “ instead of talking 
about it.” And Caleb boldly departed. 

Every expended butt in the old cellar did he set a-tilt, and 
diake with the desperate expectation of collecting enough of the 
grounds of claret to fill the large pi'wter measure which he 
earrieil in his liand. Alas < each had been too devoutly drained ; 
and, with all the squeezing and manoeuvring which his craft as 
a butler suggested, he could only collect about half a quart that 
seemed presentable. Still, however, Caleb was too good a general 
to renounce flic flcld without a stratagem to cover his retreat. 
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He undauntedly threw down an empty flagon, as if he had 
stumbled at the entrance of tlie apartment ; called upon Mysie to 
wipe up the wino that had never been spilt, and placing the other 
vessel on the table, hoped there was still enough left for their 
honours. There w'as indeed ; for even Bucklaw, a sworn friend 
to the grape, found no encouragement to renew his first attack 
on the vintage of Wolf’s Crag, but contented himself, how'ever 
reluctantly, witli a draught ot fair water. Arrangements wore 
now made for his repose ; and as the secret chamber was 
.issigncd for this purpose, it furnished Caleb with a first-rate 
and most plausible apology for all deficiencies of furniture, bed- 
ding, &c 

“For wliii,” said be, “would have thought of the secret 
ehaiimcr being needed i it luis not been used since the time of 
the Gow'rie Conspirac}', and I durst never let a woman ken of the 
I'litrance to it, or your honour will allow that it wad not hae been 
a secret cliaumer lang.” 


CHAPTER VI IT. 

Tlic liearth in liall was black niid d»ad, 

No bo<iid was difflit in bower within. 

Nor merry bowl nor weleoinc bed , 

‘ ‘ Here ’» sorry cbeei ijiiotJi the Heir of Linne 

Old Ballad. 

The fwlings of the prodigal Heir of Linne, as expressed in 
tliat excellent old song, when, after dissipating his whole fortune, 
lie found hiniselt the deserted iiih.ibitant of “ the lonely lodge,” 
might perhaiis have sonie rcsembl.uiee to those of the Master of 
Raveiiswood in Ins deserted mansion of Wolf’s Crag. The 
Master, Iiowever, had tins advantage over the spendthrift in tJic 
legend, tlial if he was in similar distress, ho could not impute it 
to Ins own nnpriidence. His misery had been bequeatlied to 
him by his fatiior, and, joined to his high blood, and to a title 
whicli the courteous might give, or the cliurhsh withliold at their 
pleasure, it was the whole inheritance he had derived from his 
ancestry. 

Perhaps this melancholy, yet consolatory i-eflection, crossed the 
mind of the unfortunate young nobleman witli a breathing of com- 
fort. Favourable to calm refiection, as well as to the Muses, the 
morning, while it dispelled the shades of night, had a composing 
and sedative effect upon the stormy passions by which the Master 
of Ravenswood had been agitated on the preceding day. Ho now 
felt himself able to analyse the different feelings by which he was 
agitated, and mucli resolved to combat and to subdue tliem. 
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The morning, 'which had arisen calm and bright, gave a pleasant 
effect even to the waste moorland view which was seen from the 
castle on looking to the landward ; and the glorious ocean, crisped 
with a thousand rippling waves of silver, extended on the other 
side, in awful yet complacent majesty to the verge of the horizon. 
Wi& such scenes of calm sublinuty tlie human heart sympatliizes 
even in its most disturbed moods, and deeds of honour and virtue 
are inspired by their majestic influence. 

To seek out Bucklaw in the retreat which he had afforded him 
was the first occupation of the Master, after he had performed, 
with a scrutiny unusually severe, the important task of self-exa- 
mination. "How now, llucklaw?*’ was his morning’s salutation 
— " how hke you the cou< h in which the exiled Earl of Angus 
once slept in security, when he was pursued by the full energy of 
a king’s resentment*?” 

" Umph ! ” returned the sleeper awakened ; " I have little to 
complain of where so great a man was quartered before me, 
only the mattress was of the hardest, the vault somewhat d.imp, 
the rats rather more mutinous than I would have expected from 
the state of Caleb’s brdcr ; and if* there had been shutters to that 
grated window, or a curtain to the bed, 1 should think it, upon 
the whole, an improvement in your accommodations.” 

“ It is, to be sure, forlorn enough,” said the Master, looking 
around the small vault ; " but if you will ri&e and leave it, Caleb 
will endeavour to find you a better breakfast tlian your supper of 
last night.” 

"Pray, let it be no better,” said Bucklaw, gettmg up, and 
endeavouring to dress liimself as well as the obscunty of the placo 
would permit, — "let it, 1 say, be no better, it you mean me to 
persevere in my proposed reformation. The very recollection 
of Caleb’s beverage has done more to suppress my longing to 
open the day with a morning-draught fliaii twenty sermons 
would have done. And you. Master, have you been abb' to give 
battle valiantly to your bosom-snake ? \ ou see 1 am il. the waj 

of smothering my vipere one by one.” 

" I have commenced the battle, at least, Bucklaw, and T have 
liad a fair vision of an angel who descended to my assistance,” 
replied the Master. 

" Wo’s me !” said his guest, "no vision can I expect, unless 
my aunt. Lady Giruington, should betake herself to tlie tomb ; 
and then it would be the substance of lier heritage rather tlian 
the appearance of her pliantom that 1 should consider as the 
support of my good resolutions. But this same breakfast. 
Master, — does the deer that is to make tlie pasty run yet on 
foot, as the ballad has it 1” 

" I will inquire into that matter,” said his entertainer ; and 
leaving the apartment, he went in search of Caleb, whom, after 



THE BRIDE OP LAMMERMOOR. 77 

some difficulty, he found in an obscure sort of dungeon, which 
had been in former times tlie buttery of the castle. Here the old 
man was employed busily in the doubtful task of burnishing a 
pewter flagon until it should take the hue and semblance of 
silver-plate. “ I think it may do — I think it might pass, if they 
winna bring it ower muckle m the light o’ the window 1” were 
the ejaculations which ho muttered from time to time, as if to 
encourage himself in his undertaking, when he was interrupted 
by the voice of his master. " Take this,” said the Master of 
Bavenswood, " and get what is necessary for the family.” And 
with these words he gave to the old butler tlie purse which had on 
the preceding evening so narrowly escaped tlie fangs of Craigen- 
gelt. The old man shook his silvery and thin locks, and looked 
with an expression of tlie most heartfelt anguish at his master as 
ho weighed in his hand the slender treasure, and said in a 
sorrowful voice, “ And is tins a’ that’s left ?” 

All that 18 left at present,” said the Master, affecting more 
cheerfulness than perhaps he really felt, “ is just the green purse 
and the wee pickle gowd, as the old song says ; but wo shall do 
better one day, Caleb.” 

“ Before that day comes,” said Caleb, “ I doubt there will be 
an end of an auld sang, and an auld serving-man to boot. But it 
disna become me to speak that gate to your honour, and you 
looking sae pale. Tak back the purse, and keep it to be malang 
a show before company ; for if your honour w'ould just tak a 
bidding, and be whiles taking it out afore folk and putting it up 
again, there’s nacbody would refuse its trust, for a’ that’s come 
and gaiie yet.” 

“ But, Caleb,” said the Master, “ I still intend to leave this 
country very soon, and I desire to do so with the reputation of 
an honest man, leaving no debt behind me, at least of my own 
contracting."' 

And glide right ye suld gang away as a true man, and so 
ye shall ; lor auld Caleb can tak the wyte of whatever is taen on 
for the liousT', and then it will be a’ just ae man’s burden ; and I 
will live just as weel in the tulbooth as out of it, and the credit of 
the family will bo a’ safe and sound.” 

The Master endeavoured, in vain, to make Caleb comprehend, 
that the butlei ’s incurring the responsibility of debts in his own 
person, would rather add to than remove tlie objections which he 
had to their being contracted. He spoke to a premier, too busy 
in devising ways and means to puzde himself with refuting the 
arguments offered against their justice or expediency. 

“ There ’s Eppic Sma’trash will trust us for ale,” said Caleb to 
himself ; “ she has lived a’ her life under the family — and maybe 
wi’ a soup brandy — I canna say for wine — sho is but a lone 
woman, and gets her claret by a runlet at a time — but 1 ’ll work 
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a wee drap out o’ her b> fair means or foul. For doos, there ’9 
the doocot — there will be poultry amang the tenants, though 
Luckie Chimside says she has paid the kiiin twice ower. We’ll 
mak shift an it like your honour — we’ll innk shift — keep your 
heart abune, for the house sail baud its credit as lang as auld 
Caleb is to the fore.” 

The entertainment which the old man’s exertions of various 
kinds enabled him to present to the young gentlemen for three 
or four dajT?, w'as certainly of no splendid description, but it may 
readily be believed it was set before no critical guests ; and even 
the distresses, excuses, evasions, and shifts ot Caleb, afforded 
amusement to the >oung men, and adilod a sort ot interest to the 
scrambling and irregulai dyle of their table. They had indeed 
occasion to seize on evtry circumstance that might serve to 
diversify or enliven time, which otherwise passed away so 
lieavily. 

Bucklaw, shut out from bis usual field-sports and joyous 
carouses by the necessity of remaining concealed within the w'alls 
of the castle, became a joyless and uninteresting companion. 
When the Mash'r of Ra\tns\vood would no longer fence or play 
at shovel -board — when lie himstdf had polished to the extremity 
the coat of his palfrey with brush, currycomb, and hair-cloth - - 
when he had seen him oat liis provender, and gently ho down 111 
his stall, he could hardly help envying the animal’s apparent 
acquiescence in a life so momitonous. “ The stupid brute,” he 
said, “ thinks neither of the race-ground or the hunting-field, or 
his green paddock at Bucklaw, but enjoys himself as eonifort- 
ably when haltered to tlie rack in tins ruinous vault, as it he had 
been foaled in it; and I, who have the freedom of a prisoner 
at large, to range through the dungeons of tins wretciied oM 
tower, can hardly, betwixt whisthiig and sleeping, contrive to 
pass away the hour til) Jinner-time.” 

And with tliis disconsolate reflection, he wenilcd his wav to the 
bartizan or battlements of the tow'er, to watch wlial objects 
might appear oi\ the distant moor, or to pelt, with pebbles and 
pieces of lime, the sea-mews and cormorants which established 
themselves incautiously within the reach of an idle young man. 

Bavensw'ood, with a mind incalculably deeper and more pow'er- 
fiil than that of his companion, had his own anxious subjects of 
reflection, which wrought for him the «ame unhappiness that 
sheer ennui and want of occupation inflicted on his companion. 
The firet sight of Lucy Ashton had beer, less impressive than her 
image proved to be upon reflection. As the depth and violence of 
that revengeful passion, by wli'ch he had been actuated in seek- 
ing an interview with the frtlier, began to abate by degrees, he 
looked back on his conduct towards the daughter as harsh and 
unworthy towards a female of rank and beauty. Her looks of 
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Rratcful acknowledgment, her w'ords of affectionate courtesy, had 
been repelled with something which approached to disdain ; and 
if tho Master of Ravenswood had sustained wrongs at the hand 
of Sir William Ashton, his conscience told him they had been 
unhandsomely i-esented towards his daiigh ter. W hen his thoughts 
took this turn of self-reproach, the recollection of Lucy Ashton’s 
beautiful features, rendered yet more interesting by the circum- 
stances 111 which their meeting had taken place, made an impres- 
nioii upon his mind at once soothing and painful. The sweetness 
of her voice, tlie delicacy of her expressions, tho vivid glow of 
her filial affection, imbittercd his regret at having repulsed her 
gratitude w'ith rudeness, while, at tlie same time, they placed 
before his iinagination a picture of the most seducing sweetness. 

Even young Ravenswood’s strength of moral feeling and 
rectitude of purpose at once increased the danger of cherishing 
these recollections, and the propensity to entertain them. Firmly 
resolved as he was to subdue, if possible, tho predominating vice 
in his character, he admitted with willingness — nay, he sum- 
moned up in his imagination, the ideas by which it could be most 
powerfully counteracted ; and, while he did so, a sense of his 
own hai’sh conduct towards tho daughter of his enemy naturally 
induced him, as if by way of recompense, to invest her with more 
of grace and beaut}’ than perhaps she could actually claim. 

Had any one at this period told the Master of Ravenswood 
that he had so lately vowed vengeance against the whole lineage 
of him whom he considered, not unjustly, as author of his father’.s 
ruin and death, he might at first have repelled the charge a.s a 
foul calumny ; yet, upon serious self-examination, he would have 
been compelled to .idniit, that it had, at one period, some founda- 
tion in truth, though, according to the present tone of his senti- 
ments, it was difficult to believe that this had really been the 
ca.se. 

There aheady existed in his bosom two contradictory passions, 
— a desire to revenge the death of Ins father, strangely qualified 
by admiration of his enemy’s daughter Against the former 
feeling he had struggled, until it s(<emed to him upon the wane ; 
against the latter he used no means of resistance, for ho did not 
suspect its existence. That this w'as actually the case, was 
idiicffy evinced by his resuming his resolution to leave Scotland. 
Yet, though such wan his purpose, he remained day after day at 
WolPs Crag, without taking measures for carrying it into execu- 
tion. It is true, that ho had written to one or two kinsmen, who 
resided in a distant quarter of Scotland, and particularly to the 

Marquis of A , intimating his purpose ; and when pressed 

ujpon the subject by Oucklaw, he was wont to allege the necessity 
of waiting for tlieir reply, especially that of tlie Marquis, befpra 
taking so decisive a measure.. 
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The Marquis was rich and powerful ; and although he was 
suspected to entertain sentiments unfavourable to the government 
established at the Revolution, he had nevertheless address enough 
to head a party in the Scottish Privy Council, connected with 
the high church faction in England, and powerful enough to 
n enace those to whom the Lord Keeper adhered, with a probable 
subversion of their power. The consulting with a personage of 
such importance was a plausible excuse, which Ravenswood used 
to Bucklaw, and probably to himself, for eoutinuing his resi- 
dence at Wolf s Crag ; and it was rendered yet more so by a 
general leport which began to be current, of a probable change 
of ministers and measurt's in the Scottish administration. These 
rumours, strongly aasem d by some, and as resolutely denied by 
others, as their wishes or interest dictated, found their way even 
to the ruinous Tower of Wolf’s Crag, chiefly through the medium 
of Caleb the butler, who, among his other exeellences, was an 
ardent politician, and seldom made an excursion from the old 
fortress to the neighbouring village of Wolf’s-liope, without 
bringing back what tidings were current in the vicinity. 

But if Bucklaw could not offer any satisfactory objections to the 
delay of the Master in leaving Scotland, he did not the less suffer 
with impatience the state of inaction to which it confined him ; 
and it was only the ascendency which his new companion had 
acquired over him, that induced him to submit to a course of hfe 
so alien to his habits and inclinations. 

You wore wont to be thought a stirring active young fellow, 
Master,” was his frequent remonstrance ; “ yet here you seem 
determined to live on and on like a rat iii a hole, with this trifling 
difference, that the wiser vermin chooses a hermitage where he 
can find food at 16.181 ; but as for us, Caleb’s excuses liecome 
longer as his diet turns more spare, and I fear we shall realize 
the stories they tell of tlie sloth, — wo have almost eat up the last 
erecn leaf on ^e plant, and have nothing left for it but to drop 
from the tree and break our necks,” 

“ Do not fea!",” said Ravenswood ; “ there is a fate watches for 
us, and we too have a stake in tlie revolution tliat is now iiopeud- 
ing, and which already has alarmed many a bosom.” 

“What fate — what revolution 1” inquired his companion. 
“We have had one revolution too much already, I think.” 

Ravenswood interrupted him by puttmg into his hands a 
letter. 

« 0,” answered Bucklaw, “my dream’s out — T thought I heard 
Caleb this morning pressing some unfortunate fellow to a drink 
of oold water, and assuring him it was better for his stomach m 
the morning than aJe or brandy.” 

“It was my Lord of A ^s courier,” said Ravenswood, 

“ who was doomed to experience his ostentatious hospitality. 
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m'bich I believe ended in sour beer and herrings — Read, and 
you will sec the news he has brought us.” 

“ 1 will as fa.st as I can,” said Bucklaw ; “ but I am no great 
clerk, nor does Ins lordship seem to be the first of senbes.” 

The reader will peruse, in a few seconds, by the aid of our 
friend Ballant} ne’s types, what took Bucklaw a good half hour 
in perusal, though assisted by the Master of Ravenswood. The 
tenor was as follows : — 

" Right Uonovrable onr Cousin, 

“ Our hearty commendations premised, iliese come to assure 
you of the interest which we take m your welfare, and in your 
purposes towards its augmentation. If we have been less active 
in shewing forth our effective good-will towards you tlian, as a 
loving kinsman and blood-rclativc, we would willingly have desired, 
wo request tliat you will impute it to lack of opportunity to shew 
our good-liking, not to any coldness of our will. Touching your 
resolution to travel m foreign parts, as at this time we hold the 
same little advisable, in respect that jour ill-willers may, aceor- 
dmg to the custom of such persons, impute motives for your 
)Ourney, wdiereof, although wo know and believe you to be as 
clear as ourselves, yet natheless their words may find credence 
in places where the belief in them may much prejudice you, and 
which we should see with more unwiHingiiess and displeasure 
than with means of remedy. 

“ Having thus, as becometli our kindred, given you our poor 
mind on the subject of your journeying forth of Scotland, we 
would willingly add reasons of weight, which might materially 
advantage you and your father’s house, thereby to detennine you 
to abide at Wolf’s Crag, until this harvest season shall be passed 
over. But what sayctli the proverb, rerlmm sajjienti, — a word 
is more to him tliat hath wisdom than a sermon to a fool. And 
albeit w«' have written this poor scroll with our own hand, and 
are well a^Bured of the fidelity of our messenger, as liim that is 
many ways bounden to us, yet so it is, that slidery ways crave 
wary walking, and that we may not peril upon paper mattei’s 
which we would gladly impart to you by word of mouth. Where- 
fore, It was our purpose to have prayed you heartily to come 
this barren Highland country to kill a stag, and to treat of the 
matters which we are now more painfully inditing to you anent. 
But commodity docs not serve at present for such our meeting, 
which, therefore, shall be deferred in til sic time as we may in ^1 
mirth rehearse those tilings whereof we now keep silence. Mean- 
time, we pray you to think that wc are, and will still be, your 
good kinsman and well-wislier, waiting but for times of wbilk 
we do, as it were, entertain a twilight prospect, and appear and 
VOL. VIII. p 
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hope to be also your effectual well-doer. And in which hope we 
heartily write ourself, 

“ Right Honourable, 

“ Your loving cousin, 

“A . 

“ Given from our poor 

house of B , &c.” 

Superscribed — “ For the right honourable, and our honoured 
kinsman, tlie Master of Ravenswood. — I'liesc, with haste, haste, 
post haste — nde and run until tliesc be delivered.” 

“ What think you of ' 'lis epistle, Bucklaw 1 ” said the Master, 
when hia companion hart hammered out all the sense, and almost 
all the words of which it consisted. 

“ Truly, that tlie Marquis's meaning is as great a riddle as his 
manuscript. He is really in much need of Wit’s Interpreter, or 
the Complete Letter Writer, and were I you, I would send him 
a copy by the bearer. lie writes yon very kindly to remain 
wastmg your time and your money in this vile, stupid, oppressed 
country, without so much as offering you tlie countenance and 
shelter of his house. In my opimon, he has some scheme in 
view 111 which he supposes you can be useful, and he wishes to 
keep you at hand, to make use of you when it ripens, reserving 
the ppwer of turning you adnft, should his plot fail m the con- 
coction.” 

“His plot? — then you suppose it is a treasonable business,” 
answered Ravenswood. 

“ What else can it be replied Bucklaw ; “ the Marquis has 
been long susjiected to have an eye to Saint Germains.” 

“ He sliould not engage me rashly in such ao udventnro,” said 
Ravensw'ood ; “ when I recollect the times of the hrst and second 
Cliarles, and of the last James, truly I t>»‘e little reason iliat, as a 
man or a patriot, I should draw roy sword for their descendants.’’ 

“ Humph !” implied Bucklaw ; “ so yon have set yours<jlf down 
to mourn over the crop-eared dogs, whom honest Claver’se 
treated as they deserved 

“ They first gave the doM an ill-name, and then hanged them,” 
replied Ravenswood. “ I hope to see the day when justice shall 
be open to Whig and Tory, and when these nick-names shall only 
be used among coffee-house politicians^, as slut and jade are 
amo^ apple-women, os cant terms of idle spite and rancour.” 

“ Inat will not be in our days. Master — the iron has entered 
too deeply into our sides and our souls.” 

“ It will be, however, one day,” replied the Master; “men will 
not alwa^ start at tlieee nick-names as at a trumpet-sound. As 
social lim is bettor protected, its comforts will become too dear 
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to be liazurded witliout some better reason than 8peculati>e 
politics.” 

“ It is line talking,” answered Bucklaw ; “ but my heart is with 
the old song, — 

‘ To see good com upon the rim, 

And a gallows built to hang tiie Whigs, 

And the i ight restored wliere the nght slioiild bo, 

O, that la the thing that would wanton me ' ” 

“ You may sing as loudly as you will, rnntahvt xacuus,'' — 
answered the Master ; “ but I believe the Marquis is too wise, 
at least too wary, to join you m such a burden. I suspect ho 
alludes to a revolution in the Scottish Privy Council, rather tlian 
in the British kingdoms.” 

“ O, confusion to your state tricks !” exclaimed Bucklaw', 
“your cold calculating manoeuvres, which old gentlemen in 
wrought nightcaps and furred gowns execute like so many games 
at chess, and displace a treasurer or lord commissioner as they 
would take a rook or a pawn. Tennis for my sport, and battle 
for my earnest ! My racket and my sword for my plaything and 
bread-winner ! And you, Master, so deep and considerate as you 
would seem, you liave that within you makes the blood boil faster 
than suits your present humour of moralizing on political truths. 
You are one of those wise men who sec every thing witli great 
composure till their blood is up, and then — wo to any one who 
aliould put them in mind of their own prudential maxims !” 

“Perhaps,” said Kavenswood, “you read me more rightly 
than I can myself. But to think justly will certainly go some 
length in helping mo to act so. But, hark ! I hear Caleb tolling 
the dinner-bell.” 

“ Which he always does with the more sonorous grace, in pro- 
portion to the meagreness of the cheer which he has provided,” 
said Bucklaw ; “ as if that infernal clang and jangle, which will 
one day bring the belfry down the cliff, could convert a starved 
hen into a fat capon, and a blade-bone of mutton into a hamich 
of venison.” 

“ I wish wo may be so well off as your worst conjectures sur- 
mise, Bucklaw, fi*om the extreme solemnity and ceremony with 
w'hich C^eb seems to place on the table that solitary covered dish.” 

“ Uncover, Caleb ! uncover, for Heaven’s sake !” said Buck- 
law ; “ let us have what you can give us without pi'eface — Why, 
it stands well enough, man,” he continued, addi'essing impatiently 
the ancient butler, who, without reply, kept shifting tlie dish, 
until he had at length placed it with mathematical precision m 
the very midst of the table. 

“ What have we got here, Caleb 1” inquired the Master in his 
turn. 

“ Ahem ! sir, ye suld have known before ; but his honour the 
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l.aird of Ducklaw is so impatient,’* answered Caleb, still bolding 
the dish with one hand, and the cover with the other, %nth evi- 
dent reluctance to disclose the contents. 

“ But what is it, a God’s name — not a pair of clean spurs, I 
hope, in the Border fashion of old times !” 

“ Ahem ! ahem !” reiterated Caleb, “ your honour is pleased to 
be facetious — natheless, 1 might presume to say it was a conve- 
nient fashion, and used, as I have heard, m an honourable and 
thriving family. But touching your present dinner, I judged 
that this being Saint Magdalene’s Eve, who was a worthy queen 
of Scotland in her day, your honours might judge it decorous, if 
not altogether to fast, y et only to sustain nature with some slight 
icfectioii, as aiie saultod herring or the like.” And, uncovering 
the dish, he disjilayed four of the savoury tislies which he men- 
tioned, adding, in a subdued tone, “that they wore no just 
common herring neither, being every ane ineltors, and sauted 
with uncommon care by the housekeeper (poor Mysie) for his 
honour’s especial use.” 

“ Out upon all apologies .said tlie Master, “ let ns eat the 
herrings, since there is nothing better to be had — but 1 begin to 
think with you, Bucklaw, that we are eonsuining the last grec'ii 
leaf, and that, in spite of the Marquis’s political machinations, we 
must positively sliift camp for want of forage, witliout waiting thu 
issue of them.” 


CHAPTER IX. 

Av and whoii huntsmen wind the merry horn, 

And from its covert st.arts the fearful prey, 

Who. w.nm d with youth’s blood in his swe'Uug veins 
AVould, likt .a hfcles-s clod, outstretched he, 
bliut out from all the f.ur creation offers ^ 

Rthwald,ActJ " Her 

Liqht meats procure light slumbers ; and therefon' it is not 
surprising, that, considering the fare which Caleb’s conseionce, or 
his necessity, assuming, as will sometimes hapiit-n, that disguise, 
had assigned to the guests of Wolfs Crag, tlieir slumbers should 
have been short. 

In the morning Bucklaw rushed into his host’s apartment writh 
a loud halloo, which might have awaki d the dead. 

“ Up ! up ! in the name of Heaven — the hunters are out, the 
only piece of sport I have seen this month ; and you lie hero. 
Master, on a bed that has little to recommend it, except that it 
may be something softer tliaa the stone floor of your ancestor’s 
vault.” 

“ 1 wish/’ said Kavenswood, raising his head peevishly, “ you 
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had forborne so early a jest, Mr Hayston — it is really no pleasure 
to lose the very short repose which I had just begun to enjoy, 
after a night spent in thoughts upon fortune far harder than iny 
couch, Bucklaw.” 

“ Pshaw, pshaw !” replied his guest; “get up — get up — the 
hounds are abroad — 1 have saddled the horses myself, for old 
Caleb was calling for grooms and lackeys, and would never have 
proceeded without two hours’ apology, for tlie absence of men who 
were a hundred miles off. — Got up. Master — I saj the hounds 
are out — get up, I say — the hunt is upi” And off ran Bucklaw. 

“ And I say,” said the Master, rising slowly, “ tliat nothuig can 
concern me less. Whose hounds come so hoar to us {” 

“ The Honourabh* Lord Bittlebrams’,” answered Caleb, who 
had followed the impatient Laird of Bucklaw into his master’s 
bedroom, “ and truly I ken nae title they have to be yowling and 
howling within the freedoms and inimunitieB of your lordship’s 
light ot free forestry.” 

“ Nor I, Gileb,” replied Ilavenswood, “excepting that tliey have 
bought both the lands and the nght of forestry, and may think 
themselves entitled to exercise tlic rights they have paid their 
money for.” 

“It may bo sae, my lord,” replied Caleb ; “ but it ’s no gentle- 
man’s deed ol them to come here and cxcrci‘.o such like riglit, and 
your lordship living at your am castle of Wolfs Crag. Lord 
Bittlebraiiis would do weel to remember what Ins folk have been.” 

“ And w'c what we now aiv,” said the Master, with supjiresscd 
bitb'riieHs of feeling. “But mich me my cloak, Caleb, and 1 
will indulge Bucklaw with a sight of this chase. It is selfish to 
sacrifice ray guest’s pleasure to ray own.” 

“ Sacrifice eclioed ('alcb, in a tone which seemed to imjily the 
total absurdity of his master making the least concession in det(‘- 
rence to an j one — “ Sacrifice, indeed ! — but I crave your 
lionoiir’s p.u don — and whilk doublet is it your pleasure to wear 

“ Any one you will, Caleb — my wardrobe, I suppose, is not 
very extensive.” 

“ Not extensive !” echoed his assistant ; “ when tin re is the 
grey and silver that your lordship bestowed on Hew Hildebrand, 
your outrider — and the French velvet that went with my lord 
jour father — (be gracious to him!) — my lord your father’s 
auld wardrobe to the puir friends of tlic family, — and the drap-de- 
berry ” 

“ Which I gave to you, Caleb, and which, I suppose, is the 
only dress we have any chance to come at, except that I wore 
yesterday — pray, hand me that, and say no more about it.” 

“ If your honour has a fancy,” replied Caleb, “ and doubtless 
it ’s a sad-coloured suit, and you are in raourumg — nevertheless, 

I liave never tried on the drap-de-berry — ill wad it become me 



86 


TALES OP MY LANDLORD. 


—and your honour having no change of claiths at this present — 
and it 's wed brushed^ and as there are leddics down yonder — ” 
Ladies !” said Ravenswood ; “ and what ladies, pray 

" What do I ken, your lordship ? — looking down at them from 
the Warden’s Tower, T could but see them glent by wi’ their 
bridles ringing, and their fcatliers fluttering, hke the court of 
Elfland.” 

“ Well, well, Caleb,” rephed the Master, “ help me on with my 
cloak, and hand me my sword-belt. — What clatter is that iii the 
court-yard.” 

“ Just Bucklaw bringing out the horses,” said Caleb, after a 
glance through the window, “ as if there wcrena men cneiigh in 
the castle, or as if T > mldna serve the turn of ony o’ them that 
are out o’ the gate.” 

“ Alas ! Caleb, we should want little, if your ability were equal 
to your will,” replied his master. 

"And [ hope your lordship disna want that mucklc,” said 
Caleb ; " for, considering a’ things, I trust we support the credit 
of the family as wcel as things will permit of, — only Bucklaw is 
aye sae frank and sae forward. — And there he has brought out 
your lordship’s palfrey, without the saddle being dccored wi* the 
broidcred sumpter-cloth 1 and I could have brushed it in a 
minute.” 

" It is all very well,” said his master, escaping from him, and 
descending the narrow and steep winding staircase, which led to 
the court-yard. 

It may be a’ very weel,” said Caleb, somewhat peevishly; 
" but if your lordship wad tarry a bit, I will tell you what will not 
be very weel.” 

" And what is tliat ?” said Ravenswood, impatiently, but 
stopping at the same time. 

" Why, just that yo suld speer ony gentleman harne to dinner ; 
for I canna mak amther fast on a feast day, as when 1 cam ower 
Bucklaw wi’ Queen Margaret — and, to speak truiJi, if your 
lordship wad but please to cast yoursell in the way of dining wi’ 
Lord Bittlebraiiis, I ’se warrand I wad cast alxiut brawl} for the 
morn ; or if, stead o' that, ye wad but dine wi’ tliein at the 
cliange-house, ye might mak your shift for tlie-lawing ; ye might 
say ye had forgot your purse — or that the carliuc awed ye rent, 
and that ye wad allow it in the settlement.” 

« Or any other he that came uppermost, I suppose ?” said his 
master. " Good by, Caleb ; I commend your care for the honour 
of the family.” And, throwing himself on his horse, he followed 
Bucklaw, who, at the manifest risk of his neck, had begun to 
gallop down the steep path which led from the tower, as soon as 
he saw Ravenswood have his foot in the stirrup. 

Caleb Balderston looked anxiously after them, and shook his 
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thin grey locks — “ And I trust that tliey will come to no evil — 
but they have reached the plain, and folk cannot say but that die 
horso are hearty and in spirits,” 

Animated by the natural impetuosity and fire of his temper, 
young Bucklaw hished on with the carele'ss speed of a whirlwind. 
Ravensvvood was scarce more moderate in his pace, for his was 
a mind unwillingly roused from contemplative inactivity, but 
which, when once put into motion, acquired a spirit of forcible 
and violent progression. Neither was his eagerness proportioned 
in all cases to tlic motive of impulse, but might be compared to 
liie specil of a stone, wliich rushes with like fury down tlie hill, 
whether it was first put in motion by the arm of a giant or the 
hand of a boy. He felt, therefore, in no ordinary degree, the 
headlong impulse of tlie chase, a pastime so natural to youth of 
all ranks, that it soems rather to be an inherent passion in our 
animal nature, which levels all differences of rank and education, 
Uian an acquired habit of rapid overeise. 

The repeated bursts of tho French hom, which was then always 
used for the encouragement and direction of the hounds — tlie 
deep, though distant baying of the pack — the half-heard cries of 
the huntsmen — the half-seen forms whicli were discovered, now 
emerging from glens which crossed the moor, now sweeping over 
its surface, now picking their vvny wdiore it was impeded by 
tnorasbos ; and, above all, the feeling of his own rapid motion, 
animated the Master of llavenswood, .it least for the moment, 
above the recollections of a more painl^ul nature by which he was 
surrounded. The first tiling winch recalled him to those 
iinpleasing circumstances, was feeling that his horse, notwith- 
standing all the advantages which he received from his rider’s 
knowledge of tho country, was unable to keep up with the chase. 
As he drew ins bridle up with the bitter feeling, that his poverty 
excluded him from the favourite reei-eation of his forefathers, and 
mdeed, iluir sole employment when not engaged in military 
pursuits, ho was accosted by a well-mounted stranger, who, 
unobserved, had kept near him during tlie earher part of his 
career. 

“Your horse is blown,” said tlic man, with a complaisance 
seldom used in a hunting-field. “ Might 1 crave your honour to 
make use of mine ?” 

“ Sir,” said Ravenswood, more surprised than pleased at such 
a proposal, “ I really do not know liow I have merited such a 
favour at a stranger’s hands.” 

“ Never ask a question about it. Master,” said Bucklaw, who, 
with great unwilhngnesB, had hitherto reined in his own gallant 
steed, not to outride his host and entertainer. “ Take tlie goods 
the gods provide you, as tho great John Drydcn says — or stay — 
here, my friend, lend me tliat horse ; 1 see you liave been puzzled, 
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to rein him up this half hour. I *11 take the devil out of him for 
you. Now, Master, do you ride mine, which will carry you like 
an eagle.” 

And throwing the rein of hia own horse to the Master of 
Raveiiswood, he sprung upon that which the stranger resigned to 
him, and continued his career at full speed. 

“ Was ever so thoughtless a being 1” said the Master; " and you, 
my friend, how could you trust him with your horse 1” 

“ The horse,” said the man, “ belongs to a person who will 
make yoiir honour, or any of your honourable friends, most 
welcome to him, flesh and fell.” 

“ And the owner’s n iine is ?” asked Ravenswood. 

Your honour musi; excuse me, you will learn that from him- 
self. — If you please to take your friend’s horse, and leave me 
your galloway, I will meet you after tlio fall of the stag, for I hear 
they are blowing him at bay.” 

“ I believe, my friend, it will be tlio best way to recover your 
good horse for you,” answered Ravenswood ; and inountmg the 
nag of his friend Bucklaw, he made all the haste in his power to 
the spot where the blast of the horn announced that tlie stag’s 
career was nearly terminated. 

These jovial sounds wore intermixed with the huntsmen’s 
shouts of “ Hyke a Talbot ! Hyke a Teviot ! now, boys, now 1” 
and similar cheering halloos ot the olden hunting-iield, to which 
the impatient yelling of the hounds, now close on the object of their 
pursuit, gave a lively and unremitting chorus. The straggling 
riders began now to rally towards the scene of action, collecting 
from different points as to a common centre. 

Bucklaw kept the start which he had gotten, and airived first 
at the spot, where tho stag, incapable of sustaining a more pro- 
longed flight, had turned upon the hounds, ami, in the hunter’s 
phrase, was at bay. With liis stately' head bent down, his sides 
white with foam, his eyes strained betwixt rage ami ^error, tho 
hunted animal had now in his turn become an object ot intimida- 
tion to hiB phrsuers. The hunters cduie up one by one, and 
watched an opportunity to assail him witli some ad> luitage, 
which, in such circmustances, can only bo done with caution. 
The dogs stood aloof and bayed loudly, intimating at once eager'- 
ness and fear, and each of the sportsmen seemed to expect that 
Ills comrade would take upon him tlie perilous task of assaulting 
and disabling the animal. The ground, which was a hollow in 
the common or moor, afforded httle advantage for approaching 
the stag unobserved ; and general was the shout of triumph when 
Bucklaw, with the dexterity proper to an accomplished cavalier 
of the day, sprang from his horse, and dashing suddenly and 
swiftly at the stag, brought him to the ground by a cut on the hind 
leg with his short hunting-sword. The pack, rushing in upon 
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their disabled enemy, soon ended his painful slniggles, and 
solemnized his fall A^ith their clamour — the hunters, with their 
horns and voices, whooping and blowing a mort, or death-note, 
which resounded far over the billows of the adjacent ocean. 

Tlie hunstman tlien witlidrew the hounds from tlie tlirottled 
stag, and on his knee presented his knife to a fair female form, 
on a white palfrey, whose terror or perhaps her compassion, had 
till then kept her at some distance. She wore a black silk riding- 
mask, which was tlien a common fashion, as well for preserving 
the complexion from sun and rain, as from an idea of decorum, 
which did not permit a lady to appear barefaced while engaged 
in a boisterous sport, and attended by a promiscuous company. 
The richness of her dress, however, as well as the mettle and 
form of her palfrey, together with the silvan compliment paid to 
her by the huntsman, pointed her out to Biicklaw as the principal 
person in the field. It was not witliout a feeling of pity, 
approaching even to contempt, that this enthusiastic hunter 
observed her refuse the huntsman’s knife, presented to her for 
the purpose of making the first incision m the stag’s breast, and 
thereby discovering the quality of the venison. Ho felt more 
than half inclined to pay his complmienis to her ; but it had been 
Bucklaw’s misfortune, that his habits of life had not rendered 
him familiarly acquainted with the higher and better classes of 
female society, so that, with all his natural audacity, he felt 
sheepish and bashful when it became neccasary to address a lady 
of distinction. 

Taking unto himself heart of grace, (to use his own phrase,) 
he did at length summon up resolution enough to give the fair 
huntress good time of the day, and trust that her sport had 
answered her expectation. Her answer was very courteously and 
modestly expressed, and testified wmie giatitudc to the gallant 
cavaher, whose exploit had terminated the chase so adroitly, 
when the hounds and huntsmen seemed somewhat at a stand. 

“ Uds daggers and scabbanl, madam,” said Bucklaw, whom 
this observation brought at once upon his own ground, “ there is 
no difficulty or merit in that matter at all, so that a fellow is not 
too much afraid of having a pair of antlers in his guts I have 
hunted at force five hundred tunes, madam ; and 1 never yet 
saw the stag at bay, by land or water, but I durst have gone 
roundly m on him. It is all use and wont, madam; and I’ll 
tell you, madam, for all that, it must be done with good heed and 
caution ; and you will do well, madam, to have j our hunting- 
sword both right sharp and double-edged, that you may strike 
either fore-handed or back-handed, as you see reason, for a 
hurt with a buck’s lioni is a perilous and somewhat venomous 
matter.” 

1 am afraid, sir,” said tho young lady, and her smile waa 
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scarce concealed by her vizard, " I shall have litde use for siu.'h 
careful preparation.” 

“ But the gentleman says very right for all that, my lady,” 
said an old huntsman, who hod listened to Bucklaw’s harangue 
with no small edification ; “and I have heard my father say, who 
was a forester at the Cabrnch, tliat a wild boar’s gauuch is more 
easily healed than a hurt from the dtMir’s horn, for so says tlie 
old woodman’s rhyme,— 

* If Mioii be hurt with Iiom of liart, it brings tbee to thy bier : 

Rut tu»k of boar shall leeches heal — thereof have lesser fear.’ ” 

“ An I might ad\ i le,” continued Bucklaw, who was now in his 
element, and dcsirout. of assuming the whole raanagoiucnt, “ as 
the hounds are surbated and weary, the head of the stag should 
be cabbaged in order to reward them ; and if I may presume to 
speak, the huntsman, who is to break up the stag, ought to drink 
to your good ladyship’s health a good lusty bicker of ale, or a tass 
of brandy ; for if he breaks him up witliout drmlung, tlio venison 
will not keep well.” 

This very agreeable proscription received, as will be reatlily 
believed, all acceptation from the hunstman, who, in requital, 
offered to Bucklaw the compliment of his knife, which the young 
lady had declined. This poirte proffer was seconded by liis 
mistress. 

“ I believe, sir,” she said, withdrawing herself from the circle, 
“ that my father, for whose amusement Lord Bittlebrams’ hounds 
have been out to-day, will readily surrender all cai’c of these 
matters to a gentleman of your experience.” 

Then, bending gracefully from her horse, she wished him good 
morning, and, attended by one or two domestics, who seemed 
immediately attached to her service, retired from the scene of 
action, to which Bucklaw, too much delighted witli an opportu- 
nity of displaying his wood-craft to care about mar or woman 
either, paid little attention ; but was soon stript to iiis doublet, 
with tucked-iip sleeves, and naked anus up to the elbows m blood 
and grease, slashing, cutting, hacking, and hewing, witli the pre- 
cision of Sir Tristrein himself, and wrangling and disputing with 
all around him concerning nombles, briskets, flankards, and 
raven-bones, then usual terms of the art of hunting, or of butchery, 
whichever the reader chooses to call it, which are now probably 
antiquated. 

When Havenswood, who followed a short space behind his 
friend, saw that the stag had fallen, his temporary ardour for the 
chase gave way to that feeling of reluctance which he endured, at 
encountering in his fallen fortunes the gaze whether of equals or 
inferiors. He reined up his horse on the top of a gentle eminence, 
^om which he observed tlie busy and gay scene beneath him, 
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and heard the >vhoops of tlie huntsmen gaily mingled with the 
cry of tlie dogs, and the neighing and trampling of the horses. 
But these jovial sounds fell saxily on the ear of the ruined noble- 
man. The chase, with all its tram of excitations, has ever since 
feudal times been accounted the almost exclusive privilege of the 
aristocracy, and was anciently their chief employment m times of 
peace. The sense tliat he was excluded by his situation from 
enjoying the silvan sport, which his rank assigned to him as a 
special prerogative, and the feeling that new men were now 
exorcising it over tlio downs, which had been jealously reserved 
by his ancestors for their own amusement, w’lnle he, the heir of 
the domain, was fain to hold himself at a distance fi'om their 
party, awakened reflections calculated to depress deeply a mind 
like Raveiiswood’s, wliich was naturally contemplative and 
melancholy. His pride, however, soon shook off tliis feeling of 
dejection, and it gave way to impatience upon finding that his 
Volatile fnend Bucklaw seemed m no hurry to return with his 
borrowed steed, which Ravenswood, before leaving the Held, 
wished to SCO restored to the obliging owner. As he was about 
to move towards the group of asscuibln-d huntsmen, he was joined 
by a horseman, who like lumaelf liad kept aloof during the fall of 
the deer. 

This personage seemed stricken in years. He wore a scarlet 
cloak, buttoning high upon his face, and his hat was unloopcd and 
slouched, probably by way of defence against the iveatlier. His 
horse, a strong and steady palfrey, was calculated for a rider who 
proposed to witness the sport of the day, leather than to share it. 
An atU'ndent waited at some distance, and tlie wliole equipment 
was that of an elderly gentleman of rank and fashion. He 
accosted Ravenswood very politely, but not without some 
embarrassineiit. 

“ You seem a gallant young gentleman sir,” he said, “and yet 
appear as hi different to this brave sport as if you had my load of 
years on your shoulders,” 

“ I have followed the sport witli more spirit on other occasions,” 
replied tlie Master ; “ at present, late events in my family must 
he my apology — and besides,” he added, “ I was but indifferently 
mounted at tile beginning of the sport.” 

“ I think,” said the stranger, “ one of my attendants bad the 
sense to accommodate your friend with a horse.” 

“ I was much indebted to bis politeness and yours,” replied 
Ravenswood. “ My friend is Mr Hayston of Bucklaw, whom I 
daresay you will be' sure to And in the thick of the keenest sports- 
men. He will return your servant’s horse, and take my pony 
in excliange — and will add,” he concluded, turning his horse’s 
head from the stranger, “ his best acknowledgments to mine for 
the accommodation.” 
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The Master of Ravenswood having thus expressed himself, 
began to move homeward, with the manner of one who has taken 
leave of his company. But the stranger was not so to be shaken 
off. He turned his liorse at the same time, and rode in the same 
direction so near to the Master, tliat, witliout outriding him, 
which the formal civility of the time, and the respect due to the 
stranger’s age and recent civility, would have rendered improper, 
he could not easily escape from his company. 

The stranger did not long remain silent. " This, then,” he 
said, “ IB the ancient Castle of Wolf’s Crag, often mentioned in 
the Scottish records,” looking to the old tower, tlicn darkening 
under the influcnci' »>£ a stormy cloud, that formed its back- 
ground ; for at the dii-uince of a short mile, the chase having been 
circuitous, had brought the hunters nearly back to the point 
which tlicy had attained, when Ravenswood and Bucklaw had set 
forward to join them. 

Ravenswood answered this observation with a cold and distant 
assent. 

“ It was, as I have heard,” continued the stranger, unabashed 
by Ins coldness, “ one of the most early possessions of the hon- 
ourable family of Ravenswood.” 

“ Their earliest possession,” answered the Master, “ and pro- 
bably their latest ” 

« I — I — j should hope not, sir,” answered the stranger, clearing 
his voice with more than one cough, and making an effort to 
overcome a certain degree of hesitation, — “ Scotland knows what 
she owes to this ancient family, and remembers their frequent 
and honourable achievements. I have littlo doubt, that, were it 
properly represented to her majesty, that so aiieieiit and noble a 
family were subjeeti'd to dilapnlation — I mean to decay — nienns 
might bo found, ad re-a’difcanduia anti</uai>i domum ” 

“I will save ^>ou the trouhlc, sir, of discussmg this point 
farther,” interrupted the Master, liaughtily. “ I am t* - heir of that 
unfortunate house — I am the Mastoi of Ravenswood. And you, 
sir, who sedm to be a gentleman of f.ishioii and education, must 
be sensible, that the next mortification after being unhappy, is 
tlie being loaded witli undesircd commiseration.” 

“I beg your pai’don, sir,” said the eider horseman — "I did 
not know — I am sensible I ought not to have mentioned — 
nothing could be farther from my tiiougbts than to suppose ” 

“There are no aiiologics necessary, sir,” answered Ravens- 
wood, “ for here, I suppose, our roads separate, and I assure you 
that we part in perfect equaminity on my side.” 

As speaking these words, ho directed his horse’s head 
towards a iiaiTOw causeway, the ancient approach to Wolf’s 
Crag, of which it might be truly said, in the words of the Bard of 
Hope, that 
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“ Frequented by few was the Krtiss-cover’d road. 

Where the hunter of deer and the warrior trode, 

To hi8 liilla that encircle the sea.” 

But, ere he could disengage himself from his companion, tlie 
young lady we liave already mentioned came up to join the 
stranger, followed by her servants. 

“ Daughter,” said the stranger to the masked damsel, ** this is 
the Master of Ravenswood.” 

It would have been natural diat the gentleman should have 
replied to this introduction ; but there was something in the 
graceful form and retiring modesty of the female to whom he 
was thus presented, which not only preventf‘d him from inquuiiig 
to whom, and by whom, the animnoiatioii had been made, but 
which even for the time struck him absolutely mute. At tliis 
moment the cloud whicli had long lowered abo\o the height on 
which Wolf’s Crag is situated, and wlueli now, as it advanced, 
spread itself in darker and denser folds both ovi^r land and sea, 
hiding the distant objects, and obseunng those winch were 
nearer, turning the sea to a leaden complexion, and the heath to 
a darker brown, began now, by ono or two distant peals, to 
announce the thumlers with which it w.is iraught; while two 
flashes of lightning, following each other \evy closely, shewed in 
the distance the grey turrets of Wolf’s Cr.ig, and, more nearly, 
the rolling billows of the ocean, crested suddenly with red and 
dazzling light. 

The horse of the fair huntress shewed symptoms of impatience 
and restivencss, and it became impossible for Ravenswood, as a 
man or a gentleman, to leave her abniptly to the care of an aged 
father or her menial attendants. He was, or believed himself, 
obliged in courtesy to take hold of her bridle, and assist her in 
inanagiiig tlie unruly animal. While he w as tlms engaged, the 
old gentleman observed that the storm seemed to increase — that 
they were far from Lord Uittlehrains', whose guests they w'ere 
for the present — and that he would he obliged to the Master of 
Ravenswood to point him tlie way to the nearest place of refugo 
from the stonn. At the same time he ea.st a wistful and emhar* 
rassed look towards the Tower of Wolf’s Crag, which seemed to 
render it alinosi impossible for tlie owmer to avoid offering an old 
man and a lady, m such an emergency, the temporary use of his 
house. Indeed, tlie condition of the young huntress made this 
courtesy indispensable ; for, in the coui’so of the services which 
he rendered, he could not but perceive that she trembled much, 
and was extremely agitated, from her apprehensions, doubtless, 
of the coining storm. 

T know not if tlie Master of Ravenswood shared her terrors, 
hilt he was not entirely free from sometliing like a sinular disorder 
of uerves, as he observed, “ The Tower of Wolf’s Crag has 
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notliJng to offer beyond tfie shelter of its roof, but if that can be 
acceptable at such a moment — ” he paused, as if the rest of the 
invitation stuck in his tliroat. But the old gentleman, ins self- 
constituted companion, did not allow him to recode from the 
invitation, which he had rather suffered to be implied than 
directly expressed. 

The storm,” said the stranger, “ must be an apology for 
waving ceremony — his daughter’s health was weak — she had 
suffered much from a recent alarm — he trusted their intrusion 
on tho Master of Ravenswood’s hospitality would not be alto- 
gether unpardonabh in the circumstances of the case — his child’s 
safety must be dcarei to him than ceremony.” 

There was no room to retn'at. The Master of Ravenswood 
led tho way, continuing to keep hold of the lady’s bridle to pre- 
vent her horse from starting at some unexpected explosion of 
thunder. He was not so bewildered m his own hurned reflec- 
tions, but that he remai'ked, that the deadly paleness which had 
occupied her neck and temples, and such of her features as the 
riding-mask left exposed, gave place to a deep and rosy suttii- 
siou j and he felt witli embarrassment that a flush was by tacit 
sympathy excited in his own checks. The stranger, with watch- 
fulness which he disguised under apprehensions for the safety of 
Ins daughter, continued to observe the expression of the Master’s 
countenance as tliey ascended the hill to Wolf’s Crag. When 
they stood in front of that ancient fortress, Ravenswood’s emo- 
tions were of a very complicated description ; and as he led the 
way into the rude court-yard, and halloo’d to Caleb to give atten- 
dance, there was a tone of sternness, almost of fierceness, which 
seemed somewhat alien from the courtesies of one who is nxei- 
ving honoured guests. 

Caleb came; and not the paleness of the fair sti anger at the 
first approach of the thunder, nor tlie paleness of any other 
{K>rson, in any other circumstances whatever, equalkvi that which 
overcame tlje thin checks of the disconsolate seneschal, when he 
beheld this accession of guests to the castle, and reflected that 
the dinner hour was fast approacliing. Is ho daft 1” lie mut- 
tered to himself, — “ is he clean daft a’thegiiher, to bring lords 
and leddies, and a host of folk behint them, and twal-o-clock 
chappit 1” Then approaching tho Master, he craved pardon for 
havuig permitted the rest of his people to go out to see the hunt, 
observing, that they wad never think of his lordship coming 
back till mirk night, and that he dreaded they might play the 
truant.” 

" Silence, Balderston !” said Ravenswood, sternly ; “ your 
folly is unseasonable. — Sir and madam,” he said, turning to his 
wests, " this old man, and a yet older and more imbecile female 
domestic, form my w'hole retinue. Our means of refreshing you 
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arc more scanty than even so miserable a retinue, and a dwelling 
so dilapidated, might seem to promise you ; but, such as they may 
chance to be, you may command them.” 

The elder stranger, struck with the ruined and even savage 
appearance of the Tower, rendered still more disconsolate by the 
lowering and gloomy sky, and perhaps not altogether unmoved 
by the grave and determined voice in which their host addressed 
them, looked round him anxiously, as if he half repented the 
readiness with which he had accepted the oflered hospitality. 
Hut there was now no opportunity of receding from the situation 
in which he had placed himself. 

As for Caleb, he was so utterly stunned by his master’s pubhc 
and unejualified acknowledgment of the nakedness of the land, 
that for two minutes he could only mutter within his hebdomadal 
beard, which had not felt the razor for six da>s, “ He ’s daft — 
clean daft — red wud, and awa wi ’t ' Hut deil hae Caleb Bal- 
derston,” said he, collecting his powers of invention and resource, 
“ if the family shall lose credit, if he were as mad as the seven 
wise masters >” lie then b ildly advanced, and m spite of his 
master’s frowns and impatience, gravidy asked, “ if he should not 
serve up some sliglit refection for the young Icddy, and a glass oi 
tokay, or old sack — or ” 

Tmce to this ill-timed foolery,” said the Master, stomJy,' — 
“ put tlie hor«es into the stable, and intemipt us no more witli 
your absurdities.” 

“Your honour’s pleasure is to be obejed aboon a’ things,” 
said Caleb; “nevertlieless, as for the sack and tokay, which it is 
not your noble guests' pleasure to accept ” 

But here the voice ol Bucklaw, he{trd even above the clattering 
of hoofs and braying of horns with winch it mingled, announced 
that lie was scaling tlic pathway to the Tower at the head of the 
greater part of the gallant hunting train. 

“ The deil bo in me,” said C.ileb, taking lieart in spite of this 
new invasion of Philistines, “ if tlicy shall beat me yet ! The 
liellicat ne’er-do-weel ! — to brmg bucIi a crew here, that will 
expect to find brandy as plenty as ditch-water, and lit kenning 
sae absolutely the case in whiik we stand for the present ! But 
1 trow, could 1 get rid of Uiae gaping gowks of flunkies that hae 
won into the court-yard at the back of their betters, as mony a 
man gets preferment, I could make a’ right yet.” 

The measures which ho took to execute tLs dauntless resolu- 
tion, the reader sliall learn in the next chapter. 
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CHAPTER X. 

With throiit iinhlaked, witli black lips baked, 

Afpipc they tieard liiiii call ; 

Graniercy they for ^oy did RTin, 

And all at oiilu then breath drew in, 

As they had lu-en drinking all ' 

CoLEUiDQK’b “ Rune o/the Ancient Manner'' 

Hayston of Hiicklaw was one of tlie thoughtless class who 
never hesitate between thetr friend and their jest. When it was 
announced that the princM- il persons of the chase had taken their 
route towards Wolf’s Cvsi-', the huntsmen, as a point of civility, 
oflTered to transfer the venison to that mansion ; a profter which 
was readily accepted by Bucklaw, who thought much of the 
astonishment which their arrival in full body would occasion poor 
old Caleb Baldcrston, and very little of flic dilemma to winch he 
was about to expose his friend the Master, so ill cireiimstaiieed 
to receive such a party. But in old (’aleb he had to do with a 
crafty and alert antagonist, prompt at supplying, upon all emer- 
gencies, evasions and cxcusi's suitable, as he thought, to the 
dignity of the family. 

"Praise be blest!” said Caleb to Jnrasclf, "ae leaf of the 
muckle gate has been swung to wi’ yestreen’s wind, and I think 
I can manage to shut the itlier.” 

But he was desirous, like a prudent governor, at the same 
time to get nd, it possible, of tlie internal enemy, in which light 
he considered almost every one who eat and drank, ere he took 
measures to exclude those whom their jocund noise now pro- 
nounced to bo near at hand. He waited, therefore, with impa- 
tience until his master had shewn his two prim ipal guests into 
the Tower, and then comiiienced his operations. 

" I think,” he said to the stranger lueniils, " that as ’’ley are 
bringing the stag’s head to the castle in ad honour, we, who axe 
in-dwellers, sliomd receive them at the gate.” 

The unwary grooms had no sooner hurried out, in compliance 
with this insidious lunt, than, one folding-door of tlie ancient gate 
being already closed by tlie wind, os lias been already intimated, 
honest Caleb lost no tunc in shutting the other with a clang, 
which resounded from donjon vault to battlement. Having thus 
secured the pass, ho tortliwith indulged the excluded huntsmen in 
brief parley, from a small projecting window, or shot-hole, 
through which, m former days, the warders were wont to recon- 
noitre those who presented tliemselves before the gates. He 
gave them to understand, in a short and pithy speech, that the 
gate of the castle was never on any account opened during meal- 
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times — that his honour, the Master of ILiveuswood, and some 
guests of quality, had just sat down to dinner — tliat there was 
excellent brandy at the lios tier-wife’s at Wolf’s-hope down bcloAV 
— and he held out some obscure hint that the reckoning would 
bo discharged by the Master ; but this was uttered in a very 
dubious and oracular strain, for, like Louis XIV., Caleb Balder- 
ston hesitated to carry finesse so far as direct falsehood, and 
was content to deceive, if possible, without directly lying. 

This annunciation was received with surprise by some, with 
Iniighter by others, and witli dismay by the expelled lackers, 
who endeavoured to demonstrate that tlicir right of re-admission, 
for the purpose of waiting upon their master and mistress, wtu* 
at least indisputable. But Caleb was not in a humour to under- 
.‘<tand or admit any distinctions. He stuck to his original pro- 
position with that dogged, but convenient pertinacity, which is 
•irnied against all conviction, and deaf to all reasoning. Bucklaw 
now' came from tlie rear of the pai’ty, and demanded admittance 
in a "very angry tone. But tlie resolution of Caleb was immo- 
vable. 

" If die king on the throne were at the gate,” he declared, 
“ Ins ten fingers should never open it contr.iir to the established 
use and wont of the family of Bavciiswood, and his duty as tlieir 
head-servant.” 

Bucklaw was now extremely incensed, and with more oaths 
and curses tlum we care to repeat, declared himself most 
unworthily treated, and demanded peremptorily to speak with 
the Master of Ilavcnswood himself. But to this, also, Caleb 
turned a deaf ear. 

“ He ’s as soon a-bleeze as a tap of tow the lad Bucklaw,” he 
said ; " but the deil of ony master’s face ho shall see till he has 
sleepit and waken’d on ’t. Ho ’ll ken himscll better the morn's 
morning. It sets the like o’ him to be bringing a crew of drunken 
hunters hen', when ho kens there is hut little preparation to 
s'oken his am drought.” And lie disappeared from the window, 
leaving them all to digest their exclusion as they best might. 

But another person, of whose presence Caleb, in the animation 
of the debate, was not aware, had listened in silence to its progress. 
This was tlie principal domestic of tlie stranger — a man of trust 
and consequence — the same who, in the hunting-field, had 
accommodated Bucklaw witli the use of his horse. He was in the 
stable when Caleb had contrived the expulsion of his fellow- 
servants, and thus avoided sharing the same fate from which 
his personal importance would certainly not have otherwise saved 
liim. 

This persona^ perceived the manoeuvre of Caleb, easily appre- 
iciated the motive of his conduct, and knowing his master’s 
intentions towards the family of Ravenswood, had no difficulty as 

TOl.. viii. o 
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to the line of conduct ho niip^ht to adopt. He took the place of 
Caleb (unperceivod by the latter) at the post of audience which 
he had just left, and announced to the asaoinbled domestics, 
“ that it was his master’s pleasure that Lord Bittlebrains’ retinue 
and his own should go down to the adjacent change-house, and 
call for what refreshments they might have occasion for, and he 
should take care to discharge the lawing.” 

The jolly troop of huntsmen retired from the inhospitable gate 
of Wolf’s Crag, execrating, as they descended the steep patli-way, 
the niggard and unwortliy disposition of the proprietor, and 
dainning, with more tlian silvan licence, both the castle and its 
inhabitants. Bucklaw, uith many qualities which would have 
made him a man of worth md judgment in more favourable cir- 
cumstances, had been so mterly neglected in point of education, 
that he wa.s apt to think and feel according to the ideas of the 
companions of his pleasures. ITie praises which had recently 
been heaped upon himself ho contrasted witli the general abuse 
now levelled against Ravenswood -i- he recalled to his mind the 
dull and monotonous days he had spent in the Tower of Wolf’s 
Crag, compared with the jovialty of his usual life — he felt, 
with great indignation, his exclusion from the castle, which he 
considered as a gross affront, and every mingled feeling led him 
to break off the union which he had formed with tlie Master of 
Ravenswood. 

On arriving at the change-house of the village of Wolf ’s-hopc, 
he unexpectedly met with an old acquaintance just alighting from 
his horse. This was no other than the very respectable Captain 
Craigengelt, who immediately came up to him, and, without 
appearing to retain any recollection of the indifferent terms on 
which they had parted, shook him by the hand m tlie warmest 
manner possible. A Avarm grasp of tlie hand was what Bucklaw 
could never help returning witb cordiality, and no sooner had 
Craigengelt felt the pressure of his fingers than he knew the tenns 
on which he stood with him. 

“ Long life to you, Bucklaw !” he exclaimed j “ there ’s life for 
honest folk in this bad world yet 

The Jacobites at this period, with what propriety 1 know not, 
used, it must bo noticed, tlie term of honest tfien as peculiarly 
descriptive of their own party. 

“ Ay, and for others besides, it seems,” answered Bucklaw ; 

" otberways, how came you to venture hither, noble Captain 1” 

" Who — 1 1 — T am as free as the wind at Martinmas, that pays 
neiUier land-rent nor annual ; all is explained — aU settled witli 
the honest old drivellers yonder of Auld Reekie — Pooh ! pooh ! 
they dared not keep me a week of days in durance. A certain 
person has better mends among them than you wot of, and can 
serve a friend when it is least likely.” 
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" Pshaw ! " answered Haysten, who perfectly knew and 
thoroughly despised the character of this man, “ none of your 
cogging gibbensh — tell me truly, are you at hberty and in 
saiety (” 

Free and safe as a whig bailie on the causeway of his own 
borough, or a canting Presbyterian minister in his own jtulplt — 
and I came to tell you that you need not remain in hiding any 
longer.” 

“ Then I suppose you call yourself my friend. Captain Craigeii- 
gelt V’ said Bucklaw. 

“ Friend replied Craigcngelt, “ my cock of the pit* why, I 
am the very Achates, man, as I have heard scholars say — h.ind 
and glove — bark and tree — thine to life and death !” 

“ I ’ll try that in a moment,” answered Bucklaw. “ Thou art 
never without money, however thou comest by it. Lend me two 
pieces to wash the dust out of these honest fellows’ throats in the 
first place, and then ” 

“ Two pieces I tw-enty are at thy service, my lad — and tw'ciity 
to back tliem.” 

“ Ay — say you so 1” said Bucklaw, pausing, for his natural 
penetration led him to suspect some extraordinary motive lay 
couched under such an excess of generosity. “ Craigeiigelt, you 
are either an honest follow in right good earnest, and I scdi'ce 
know how to believe tliat — or you are cleverer tlian I took you 
for, and 1 scarce know how to behove that either.” 

“ L'un n’empeche pas Vautrey’ said Craigengclt, “ touch and 
try — the gold is good as ever was weighed.” 

He put a quantity of gold pieces into Bucklaw’s hand, which 
he thrust into his pocket without either counting or looking at 
them, only observing, “ that he was so circumstanced tliat he 
must enlist, tliough the devil offered the press-money and then 
turning to the huntsmen, he called out, “ Come along, my lads — 
all IS at my cost.” 

“ Long life to Bucklaw !” shouted the men of the chase. 

And confusion to him that takes his share of the sport, and 
leaves the hunters as dry as a drumliead,” added auotlicr, by way 
of corollary. 

The house of Bavenswood was ance a gude and an honourable 
house in this land,” said an old man, “ but it ’s lost its credit tins 
day, and tlie Master has shewn himself no better than a greedy 
cullion.” 

And with this conclusion, which was unanimously agreed to by 
all who heard it, they rushed tumultuously into the house of 
entertainment, where tliey revelled till a late hour. The jovial 
temper of Bucklaw seldom permitted him to be nice in tlie choice 
of his associates ; and on the present occasion, when liis jojoua 
debauch received additional zest from tlie intervention of an 
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unusual space of sobriety, and almost abstinence, he was as happy 
in leading the revels, as if his comrades had been sons of princes. 
Craigengelt had his own purposes, in fooling him up to the top of 
his bent ; and having some low humour, much impudence, and 
the power of singing a good song, understanding besides thoroughly 
the disposition of his I'oguiucd associate, he readily succeeded in 
involving him bumper-deep in the festivity of the meeting. 

A very dificrcut scene was m the meantime passing in the 
Tower of Wolf’s Crag. When the Master of Ravenswood left 
tlie court-jard, toi' much busied with his own perplexed reflections 
to pay attention to the nanocuvro of Caleb, he ushered his guests 
into the great hall of the castle. 

The indefatigable J3al lerston, who, from choice or habit, 
worked on from morning to night, had, by degrees, cleared this 
desolate apartment of the confusetl relics of the funeral banquet, 
and restored it to some order. But not all his skill and labour, 
in disposing to advantage the little furniture wliich remained, 
could remove the dark and disconsolate appearance of tliose 
ancient and disfurmsbed walls. The narrow windows, flanked by 
deep indentures into the wall, seemed formed rather to exclude 
than to admit the cheerful light; and the heavy and gloomy 
appearance of the thunder-sky added still farther to the obscurity. 

As Ravenswood, with the grace of a gallant of that period, but 
not without a certain stiffness and embarrassuieiit of manner, 
lianded the young lady to the upper cud of the apartment, her 
father remained standing more near to the door, as if about to 
disengage himself from his hat and cloak. At tlii^ moment the 
clang of the portal was heard, a sound at winch tlie stranger 
started, stepped hastily to tlie wmdow, and looked with an air of 
alarm at Ravenswood, when he saw that the gate ot the court was 
shut, and his domestics excluded. 

“ You have nothing to fear, sir,” said Ravenswe^od, gravely ; 
“ tliis roof retains the means of giving protection, though not wel- 
come. Metliinks,” he added, " it is time that I should ki.ow who 
they are that ha\e thus highly honoured my ruined dwelling 1” 

The young lady remained silent and motionless, and tlie father, 
to whom the question was more directly addressed, seemed in the 
situation of a performer who has ventured to take upon himself a 
part which he finds himself unable to present, and who comes to 
a pause when it is most to he expected tliat ho sliould speak. 
While he endeavoured to cover his embarrassment with tlie 
exterior ceremonials of a well-bred demeanour, it was obvious, 
that in making his bow, one foot shnfiled forward, as if to advance 
— the other backward, as if with the purpose of escape — and as 
he undid tlie cape of his coat, and raised 1^ beaver from his face, 
bis fingers fumbled as if the one had been linked with rusted iron, 
or the otlier had weighed equal with a stone of lead. The dark* 
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noss of tho sky seemed to increase, as if to supply tlie want of 
those mufflings which he laid aside with such evident reluctance. 
The impatience of Ravenswood increased also in proportion to 
the delay of the stranger, and he appeared to struggle under 
agitation, tliough probably from a very different cause. He 
laboured to restrain his desire to speak, while the stranger, to all 
appearance, was at a loss for words to express what he felt it 
necessary to say. At length Ravenswood’s impatience broke the 
bounds he had imposed upon it. 

“ I perceive,” he said, “ that Sir William Ashton is unwilling 
to announce himself in the Castle of Wolf’s Crag.” 

“ I had hoped it was unneccasary,” said tho Lord Keeper, 
relieved from his silence, as a spectre by tlie voico of the exorcist; 
“and I am obliged to you. Master of liavenswood, for breaking 
tho ice at once, where circunistaiices — unhappjf circumstances, 
let nje call them — rendered .scif-introdnctioii peculiarly awkward.” 

“ And am I not then,” sftid the Master of lta\eii8Wood, gravely, 
“to consider tlie honour of this visit as purely accidental 

“Let us distinguish a little,” said tlie Keeper, assuming an 
appearance of case which perhaps his heart was a stranger to; 
“ this IS an lioiiour which 1 liaAe eagerly desiri'd lor soine tune, 
but winch I might never have obtained, Srive for the aceidout of 
tho storm. My daughter and I are alike grateful tor this 
opportunity of thanking the brave man, to whom she owes her 
hie and I mine.” 

The hatred which divided the great families in the feudal times 
had lost little of its bitterness, though it no longer exjirebsed itself 
in deeds ot open vioK iice. Not the feelings which liavenswood 
had begun to entcrtiin towards Lucy Ashton, not the hospitality 
due to his guests, were able entirely to subdue, thougli they 
warmly combated, the deep passions which arose within bun, at 
beholding his father’s foe sUnding in the Iiall of the family of 
which he ha<l in a great nie<isure accelerated the rum. His looks 
glanced from the father to tho daughter with an irresolution, of 
which Sir William Ashton did not think it proper to await the 
conclusion. He had now discnibarrassed himself of his ruhng- 
dress, and walking up to his daughter, he undid tho fasli^ning of 
her mask. 

“ Lucy, my love,” he said, raising her and leading her towards 
Ravenswood, “ lay aside your mask, and let us express our grati- 
tude to the Master openly and barefaced.” 

“ If he Will condescend to accept it,’’ was all that Lucy uttered ; 
but in a tone so sweetly modulated, and which seemed to imply 
at once a feeling and a forgiving of the cold reception to which 
they wore exposed, tliat, coming from a creature so iuuoccnt and 
so beautiful, her words cut Ravenswood to tho very heart for his 
harshness. He muttered something of surprise, sornctliing of 
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confusion, and ending with a warm and eager expression of his 
happiness at being able to afford her shelter under his roof, he 
Saluted her, as the ceremonial of the time enjoined upon such 
occasions. Their cheeks had touched and were withdrawn from 
each other — Ravenswood had not quitted the hand which he had 
taken in kindly courtesy — a blush, which attached more conse- 
quence by far than was usual to such ceremony, still mantled on 
Lucy Ashton’s beautiful cheek, when tlie apartment was suddenly 
illuminated by a flash of lightning, which seemed absolutely to 
swallow the ilarkness of the hall. Every object might have been 
for an instant seen distim tly. The slight iuid half-smking form 
of Lucy Ashton, the w cll-proportioncd and stately figure of 
Ravenswood, his dark A.itimis, and the fiery, yet irresolute 
expression of his eyes, — tlie old arms and scutcheons which 
hung on the walls of the apartment, were for an instant distinctly 
visible to the Keeper by a strong red brilliant glare of light. Its 
disappearance was almost instantly followed by a burst of thunder, 
for the storm-cloud was very near the castle ; and the peaJ was so 
sudden and dreadful, that the old tower rocked to its foundation, 
and every inmate concluded it was falling upon them. The soot, 
which had not been disturbed for centuries, showered down the 
huge tunnelled chimneys — lime and dust flew in clouds from the 
wall ; and, whether the lightning had actually struck the castle, 
or whether, through the violent concussion of tlie air, several 
heavy stones were hurled from the mouldering battlements into 
the roaring sea beneath, it might seem as if the ancient founder 
of the castle were bestriding the thunder-storm, and proclaiming 
his di.splca.sure at the reconciliation of his descendant with the 
enemy of his house. 

The consternation was general, and it required the efforts of 
both the Lord Keeper and Ravenswood to keep Lucy from 
fainting. Thus was the Master a second time engaged in the 
most delicate and dangerous of all tasks, that of affording support 
to a beautiful and helpless being, who, os seen before in a similar 
situation, had already become a favouriU* of his imagination, botli 
when awake and when slumbering. If the Genius of the House 
really condemned a union betwixt the Master and his fair guest, 
the means by which ho expressed his sentiments were as unhap- 
pily chosen as if he had been a mere mortal. The train of little 
attentions, absolutely necessary to soothe the joung lady’s mind, 
and aid her in composing her spirits, necessarily threw the Mas- 
ter of Ravenswood into such an intercourse with her father, as 
was calculated, for the moment at least, to break down tlie barrier 
of feudal enmity which divided them. To express himself 
churlishly, or even coldly, towards an old man, whose daughter 
(and $uch a daughter) lay before them, overpowered with natural 
terror-^ and all this under his own roof — ^e thing was impos- 
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sible ; and by the time that Lncy, extending a hand to each, was 
able to thank them for their kindness, the Master felt that his 
sentiments of hostility towards the Lord Keeper were by no 
means those most predominant in his bosom. 

The weather, her state of healtli, the absence of her attendants, 
all prevented the possibility of Lucy Ashton renewing her journey 
to Bittlebrains- House, which w'as ^11 hve miles distant ; and the 
Master of Uavenawood could not but, in common courtesy, offer 
the shelter of his roof for the rest of the day and for the night. 
But a flush of less soft expression, a look much more habitual to 
Ills features, resumed predominance when he mentioned how 
meanly he was provided for the entertainment of his guests. 

“ Do not mention deficiencies,” said the Lord Keeper, eager to 
interrupt him and prevent his resuming an alarming topic; “ you 
are preparing to set out for the Continent, and your house is pro- 
bably for the present uiifurmshed. All this wo understand ; but 
if you mention inconvenience, you will oblige us to seek accom- 
modations in the hamlet.” 

As the Master of Ravonswood was about to reply, the door of 
the hall opened, and Caleb Balderston rushed in. 


CHAPTER XI. 

Let them have meat enough, woman — half a hen ; 

'riiere he old rotten {nlclnirds — put thorn off too , 

’Tis hut a little new anointing of them, 

And a strong onion, that confounds tlie savour 

Lava's Ptlyi image. 

The tliunderbolt, which had stunned all who were within 
hcanng of it, had only served to awaken the bold and inventive 
genius of the flower of Majors-Doino. Almost before the clatter 
had ceased, and while there was yet scarce an assurance whether 
the castle was standing or falling, Caleb exclaimed, “ Heavens be 
praised ! — this comes to hand like the bowl of a piiit-stoup.” 
He then barred the kitchen door m the face of the Lonl Keeper’s 
servant, whom he perceived returning from the party at the gate, 
and muttering, “ How the dcil cam he m ? — but deil may care — 
Mysie, what are ye sitting shaking and gi'eeting in die cliimney- 
neiik for ? Come here — or stay where ye are, and skirl as loud 
as ye can — it ’s a’ ye ’re gude for — I say, ye auld deevil, skirl — 
skirl — louder — louder, woman — gar the gentles hear ye in the 
ha’ — I have heard ye as far off as the Bass for a less matter. 
And stay — down wi’ that crockery — ” 

And with a sw'eeping blow, he tlirew down from a shelf some 
articles of pewter and earthenware. He exalt<*d his voice amid 
tlie clatter, shouting and roaring in a manner which changed 
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My8ie*8 hysterical terrors of the thunder into fears that her old 
feUow-servant was gone distracted. “ He has dung down a’ tiie 
bits o’ pigs, too — the only thing we liad left to liad a soup milk 
— and he has spilt the hatted kitt that was for the Master’s dinner. 
Mercy save us, the auld man’s gaen clean and clear wud wi’ the 
thunner !” 

“ Haud your tongue, ye b 1” said Caleb, in the impetuous 

and overbearing triumph of successful invention, “ a ’» provided 
now — dinner and a’ thing — the thuiiner’s done a’ in a clap of a 
hand !” 

" Puir man, he ’s niucklo astray,” said Mysic, looking at him 
with a mixture of pity and alarm; " I wish he may ever come 
hame to himsell again.’’ 

Here, ye auld doitetl dcovil,” said Caleb, still exulting in bis 
extrication from a dilemma which had seemed insurmountable ; 
‘‘ keep the strange mail out of the kitchen — swear the tliiiniier 
came down the chimney, and spoiled the best dinner ye ever 
dressed — beef — bacon — kid — lark — leveret — wild fowl — 
venison, and what not. Lay it on thick, and never mind expenses. 
I ’ll awa up to the ha’ — make a’ the confusion ye can — but be 
sure ye keep out the strange servant.” 

With these charges to his ally, Caleb posted up to the hall, but 
stopping to reconnoitre through an aperture, which time, for the 
convenience of many a domestic in succession, had made in the 
door, and perceiving the situation of Miss Ashton, he had pru- 
dence enough to make a pause, both to avoid adding to her alarm, 
and ill order to secuic attention to his account ot the disastrous 
effects of the thunder. 

But when ho perceived that the lady was recovered, and heard 
the conversation turn upon the accommodation and refi’eslmirnt 
which tlic castle afforded, he thought it time to burst into the 
room in the manner announced in the last chap kr, 

" Wull a wins!— such a misfortune to bofa’ the jloiiso of 
Ravenswood, and I to live to see it !” 

“ What is the matter, Caleb ?” said his master, somewhat 
alarmed in liis Cum ; “ has any part of tlio castle fallen ?” 

“ Castle fa’atil — na’ but the sute’s fa’an, and the thuuner’s 
come right down the kitchen-Iumni, and the things are a’ lying 
hero awa, there awa, like the Laird o’ Hotchpotch’s Linds — and 
wi’ brave guests of honour and quality to enterfeun” — a low bow 
here to Sir William Ashton and his daughtiu' — “ and naetliing 
loft in the house lit to present for dinne* — or for supper eitlicr, 
for aught that 1 can see !’’ 

“ I verily believe you, Caleb,” said Ravenswood, drily. 

Baldcrston here turned to his master a half-upbraiding, half- 
inmloiing countenance, and edged towards him as he repeated, 

^ It was nae great matter of preparation ; but just sometlung 
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added to your honour’s ordinary course of fare — petty cover ^ as 
they say at the Louvre — tliree courses and the fruit.” 

“ Keep your intolerable nonsense to yourself, you old fool!” 
said llavenswood, mortified at his ofOciousncss, yet not knowing 
liow to contradict him, without the risk of giving rise to scenes 
yet more ridiculous. 

Caleb saw his advantage, and resolved to improve it. But first, 
observing that tlie Lord Keeper’s servant entered the apartment, 
and spoke apart with ins master, he took the same opportunity to 
whisper a few words into Ravenswood’s ear — “ Hand your 
tongue, for Heaven’s sake, sir — if it ’s my pleasure to hazard my 
soul in telhng lees for the honour of the family, it’.s nao business 
o’ yours — and if ye let me gang on quietly, I’se be moderate in 
my banquet ; but if ye contradict me, dcil but T dress ye a dinner 
fit for a duke !” 

Ravenswood, in fact, thought it would he best to lot his officious 
butler run on, who proceeded to emnnorato upon his fingers, — 
“ No inuckle provision — might hae served four persons of lionour, 
— first course, capons m white broth — roast kid — bacon with 
reverence, second course, Toa.sted leveret — butter crabs— a 
veal florentine,^ — third course, hlaek-eock — it’s black oncugh 
now wi’ the sute — plunidamas — a tart —a flam — and some 
nonsense sweet things, and comfits- -and that’s a’,” ho said see- 
ing the impatience ot his master ; ‘‘ that’s just a’ ivas o’t — forby 
the apples and pears.” 

Miss Ashton had by degrees gathered her spirits, so far as to 
pay some attention to what was going on ; and ob-serving the 
restrained impatience of ILivenswood, contrasted with the peculiar 
deteriiiuut on of manner with wlmh Caleb detailed his imaginary 
banquet, the whole struck her as so ridiculous, that, despite every 
effort to the contrary, she burst into a fit of incontrollablo 
laughter, in which she was joined by her father, though witli 
more moderation, and finally by the Master of Ravenswood him- 
self, thougii conscious that the jest was at his own expense. Their 
mirth — for a scene which we read with little emotion often 
appears extremely ludicrous to the spectators — madf* the old 
vault ring again. They ceased — they renewed — they ceased — 
they renewed again their sliouts of laughter ! Caleb, m the 
meantime, stood Ins ground with a grave, angry, and scornful 
dignity, which greatly enhanced tiie ridicule of the scene, and tlie 
mirth of the spectators. 

At length, when the voices, and neariy the strength of the 
laughers, were exhausted, he exclaimed, with very little ceremony, 
“ The deil’s in tlie gentles ! they breakfast sae lordly, that the 
loss of the best dinner ever cook pat fingers to, makes tbem as 
merry as if it were tlio best jeest in a’ George Buchanan. If 
there was as little in your honours’ wames, as there is in Caleb 
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BaldcrBton’B, less coickling wad serve ye on sic a gravaminoua 
subject.” 

Caleb’s blunt expression of resentment again awakened the 
mirth of the company, which, by the way, he regarded not only 
as an aggression upon the dignity of the family, but a special con- 
tempt of the eloquence n ith which he himself had summed up the 
extent of their supposed losses ; — “ a description of a dinner,” as 
he said afterwards to Mjsie, “ that wad hae made a fii’ man 
hungry, and them to sit there laughing at it !” 

But,” mid Miss Ashton, composing her countenance as well 
as she could, “ are all *.hese delicacies so totally destroyed, tliat 
no scrap can be collected ?” 

“ Collected, my Icddy ' .vliat wad ye collect out of the sute and 
the ass < Ye may gang down yourscll, and look into our kitchen 
— the cookmaid in the trembling exies — the gude vivers Ijing a’ 
about — beef — capons, and white broth — florentine and flams — 
bacon, wi’ reverence, and a’ the sweet confections and whim- 
whams? ye’ll see them a’, my leddy — that is,” said he, correcting 
himself, “ ye ’ll no see ony of them now, for the cook has soojiit 
them up, as was w’eel her part ; but ye ’ll see the white broth 
where it was spilt. I pat my fingers in it, and it tastes as like 
sour-milk as ony thing else ; if that isna the effect of thunner, I 
kenna what is. — This gentleman here couldiia but hear tlie clash 
of our liaill dishes, china and silver thegithcr 1” 

The Lord Keeper’s domestic, though a statesman’s attendant, 
and of course trained to command his countenance upon all oc- 
casions, was somewhat discomposed by this appeal, to which ho 
only answered by a bow. 

" I think, Mr Butler,” said the Lord Keeper, who began to be 
afraid lest the prolongation of this scene should at length displease 
Ravenswood, — “ I think, that were you to retire with my servant 
Lockhard — he has travelled, and is quite accustomed to accidents 
and contingencies of every kind, and I hope betwixt you, vou may 
find out some mode of supply at this emor'gency.” 

" His boiiouB kens,” — said Caleb, who, however hopeless of 
himself of accomplishing what was desirable, would, like the liigh- 
spinted elephant, rather have died in the effort, than brooked the 
aid of a brother in commission, — “ his honour kens weel I need 
nae counsellor, when the honour of tlie house is concerned.” 

** I should be uujust if I denied it, Caleb,” said his master ; 
“ but your art lies chiefly in making apologies, upon which wo 
can no more dme, than upon the bill of fare of our thunder- 
blasted duiner. Now, possibly, Mr Loekliard’s talent may consist 
in finding some substitute for that, which certainly is not, and 
lias in all probability never been.” 

Your honour is pleased to be facetious,” said Caleb, “ but I am 
sure, that for the warst, for a walk as far as Wolf’s-hope, 1 could 
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dine forty men, — no that the folk there deserve your honour’s 
custom. They hae been ill advised in the matter of the duty- 
eggs and butter, I winna deny that.” 

“ Do go consult together,” said the Master, “ go down to tlie 
village, and do the best you can. We must not let our guests 
remain without refreshment, to save the honour of a ruined family. 
And here, Caleb — take my purse; I believe that will prove your 
best ally.” 

“ Purse ? purse, indeed 1” quoth Caleb, indignantly flinging out 
of the room, — “ what suld I do wi’ your honour’s purse, on your 
am gnind * I trust wo are no to pay for our ain ?” 

The servants left the hall ; and the door was no sooner shut, 
than the Lord Keeper began to a]>ologize for the rudeness of his 
mirth ; and hucy to hope she liad given no pain or offence to the 
kind-hearted faithful old man. 

“-Caleb and T must both learn, madam, to undergo with good 
humour, or at least with patience, the ndieule which everywhere 
attaches itself to poverty.” 

“ You do yourself injustice. Master of Ravenswood, on my 
word of honour,” answered his elder guest. “ I believe I know 
more of your affairs than you do yourself, and I hope to shew 
you, that 1 am intort'sted in them ; and that — m short, that your 
prospects are better than you apprehend. In the meantime, I 
can ponccive nothing so respectable, as the spirit which rises 
above mi*^iortune, and prefers honourable privations to debt or 
dependence.” 

Whether from fear of offending the delicacy, or awakening the 
pride of the Master, the Lord Keeper made tliesc allusions with 
an appearance of fearful and hesitating reserve, and seemed to be 
afraid that he was intruding too far, in venturing to touch, how- 
ever hghtlv, upon such a topic, even when the Master had led to 
it. In short, he appeared at once pushed on by his desire of 
appearing fnendly, and held back by the fear of intrusion. It 
was no wonder that the Master of Ravenswood, little acquainted 
as he then was witli life, should have given this consummate 
courtier credit for more sincerity than was probably to be found 
in a score of his cast. He answered, however, ivitli reserve, that 
he was indebted to all who might think well of him ; and, apolo- 
gizing to his guests, he left the hall, in order to make such 
arrangements for their entertainment as circumstances admitted. 

Upon consulting witli old Mysie, the accommodations for the 
night were easily completed, as indeed they admitted of little 
choice. The Master surrendered his apartment for the use of 
Miss Ashton, and Mysie, (once a person of consequence,) dressed 
in a black satin gown winch had belonged of yore to the Master’s 
grandmother, and had figured in the court-balls of Henrietta 
Maria, went to attend her as lady’s maid. He next inquired 
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after Bucklaw, and understanding he was at the change-houve 
witli tlie huntsmen and some companions, he desired Caleb to call 
there, and acquaint him how lie was circurastaneed at Wolf’s 
Crag — to intimate to him that it would bo most convenient if lie 
could find a bed m the hamlet, as tlic elder guest must necessarily 
h*} quartered in the secret chamber, the only sjjare bedroom 
which could be made fit to receive him. The Master saw no 
hardship in passing the night by the hall-fire, wrapt in Jiis cani- 

E aign-cloak ; and to Scottish domestics oi the day, even of the 
ighest rank, nay, to young men of family or fashion, on aii^ 
pmch, clean straw, or a dry haj-loft, was always held good night- 
quarters. 

For the rest, Lockhar< had Ins master’s orders to bring some 
venison from tlie inn, and Caleb was to trust to his wits tor the' 
honour of his family. The Master, indeed, a second time held 
out his purse ; but, as it was in sight of the striingo servant, the 
butler thought himself obliged to decline what his fingers itched 
to elutch. “ Couldiia he hae slipjnt it gently into my hand 1” said 
Caleb — “ but his honour will never learn bow to bear Inrnsell in 
siccan cases.” 

Mysie, in the meantime, according to a uniform custom in 
remote places m Scotland, offered the strangers the produce of 
her little dairy, while lietter meat was getting ready.” And 
according to another custom, not yet wliolly in desuetude, as the 
storm was now drifting off to leeward, the Master earned the 
Keeper to the top of Ins highest tower to admire a wide and waste 
extent of view, and to “ weary for his dinner.” 


CHAPTER XII. 

“ Now dame,” qnoth he, *• Je voiiidis sans doiite, 

ITad I nniifilit of ,t e.ip-m but the li\>— , 

And of your wlii'e bread nought bnl . shiver. 

And after that a roasted pigge’s heaf', 

(Rut I ne wo'd for me no benst were dead.) 

Then iiad I with you honiclv snfferaiinre ” 

Chaucer, Sumnet ’s Tale. 

It was not without some secret misgivings that Caleb set out 
upon his exploratory expedition. In fitet, it was attended with a 
treble difficulty. He dared not tell his master the offence which 
he. had that morning given to Bucklaw (just for the honour of 
the family) — he dared not acknowledge he had lx;en too hasty in 
refusing the purse — and, thirdly, ho was somewhat apprehensive 
of unpleasant consequences upon his meeting Hayston under the 
impression of an affront, and probably by this time under the 
influence also of no small quantity of brandy. 
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Caleb, to do him justice, was as bold as any lion where the 
honour of the family of Ravonswood was concerned ; but his was 
tliat considerate valour which does not delight in unnecessary 
risks. This, however, was a secondary consideration; the mam 
point was to veil the indigence of the house-keeping at tlie castle, 
and to make good his vaunt of the cheer which his resources 
could procure, without Lockhard’s assistance, and without supplies 
from his master. This was as prime a point of honour >vith him, 
as with the generous elephant with whom we have already com- 
pared him, who, being over-tasked, bitiko his skull through the 
desperate exertions •which he made to discharge his duty, when 
he perceived tlioy were bringing up another to his assistance. 

The village which they now approached had freipiently afforded 
the distressed butler resources upon similar emergencies : but his 
relations with it had been ot late much altered. 

It- was a little hamlet which straggled along the side of a creek 
r formed by the discharge of a small brook into the sea, and was 
hidden from the castle, to which it had been in former times an 
appendage, by the intervention of the shoulder of a hill forming 
a projecting headland. It was called WollVhope, (i. e. Wolf’s 
Haven ) and the few inhabitants gained a precarious bubsisteiiec 
by manning two or three fishing-boats in the herring season, and 
famugghng gin and brandy during the winter months. They paid 
a kind of hereditary respect to the Lords of Ravonswood ; but, 
in the difficulties of the family, most of the inhabitants of Wolf’s- 
hope bad contrived to get fcu-rights * to their little possessions, 
their huts, kai 1-yards, and rights of coinmoiity, so that they were 
emancipated from the chains of feudal dependence, and free from 
tlie various exactions with which, under every possible pretext, or 
without any pretext at all, the Scottish landlords of the period, 
themselves m great poverty, were wont to harass their stdl poorer 
tenants at will. They might he, on the whole, termed mdependent, 
a circumstance peculiarly galling to Caleb, who bad been wont to 
exercise over them the same sweeping authority in levying conti’i- 
butions which was exercised in former times in England, when 
“ tlie royal pun eyors, sallying forth from under the Gothu portcul- 
lis to purchase provisions with power and prerogative, instead of 
money, brought home the plunder of an hundred markets, and 
all that could bo seized from a flying and hiding country, and 
deposited their spoil in an huiidi'ed caverns.” -t* 

Caleb loved the memory and resented the downfall of that 
authority, which mimicked, on a petty scale, the grand contri- 
butions exacted by the feudal sovereigns. And as he fondly flat- 
tered himself that the awful rule and right supremacy which 

* That is, absolute rights of property for the payment of a sum annually, 
which IS usually a trifle in such cases as are alluflea to in the text 
t Burke’s Speech on Economical Reform.— Works, vol. ill. p ‘iSfi. 
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assigned to the Barons of Ravenswood the first and most effective 
interest in all productions of nature witliin five miles of their 
castle, only slumbered, and was not departed for ever, he used 
every now and then to give the recollection of the inhabitants a 
little jog by some petty exaction. These were at first submitted 
to, witli more or less readiness, by the inhabitants of the hamlet ; 
for they had been so long used to consider the wants of tlie Baron 
and his family as having a title to be preferred to their own, that 
tlieir actual independence did not convey to them an immediate 
sense of freedom. They resembled a man that has been long 
fettered, who, even at liberty, feels, in imagination, the grasp of 
tlie handcuffs still binding his wrists. But the exercise of freedom 
is quickly followed with the natural consciousness of its immuni- 
ties, as the enlarged prisoner, by the free use of his limbs, soon 
difmels the cramped feeling they had acquired when bound. 

The inhabitants of Wolf’s-hope began to grumble, to resist, 
and at length positively to refuse compliance with the exactions 
of Caleb Kilderston. It was in vam he reminded them, that 
when tlie eleventh Lord Ravenswiaid, called the Skipper, from 
his delight in naval matters, had encouraged the trade of their 
port by building the pier, (a bulwark of stones rudely piled to- 
gether,) which protected the fishing-boats from the weather, it 
had been matter of understanding, that he was to have the first 
stone of butter after the calving of every cow within the barony, 
and the first egg, thence called the Monday’s egg, laid by every 
hen on every Monday in the year. 

The feuars heard and scratched their heads, coughed, sneezed, 
and being pressed for answer, rejoined with one voice, “ They 
could not say — the universal refuge of a Scottish jieasant, 
when pressed to admit a claim which his coiibcieiice owns, or 
perliaps his feelings, and his interest inclines )nin to deny. 

Caleb, however, furnished the notables of Wolf’s-hope with a 
note of the requisition of butter and eggs, which Ik claimed as 
arrears of the aforesaid subsidy, or kindly aid, payable as above 
mentioned ; and having intimated that he would not bo averse to 
compound the same for goods or money, if it was inconvtnientto 
them to pay in kind, leu them, as he hoped, to debate the mode 
of assessing themselves for that purpose. On the contrary, they 
met with a determined purpose oi resisting the exaction, and 
were only undecided as to the mode of grounaing their opposition, 
when tlie cooper, a very important person on a fishing station, 
and one of tlie Conscript Fathers of the village, observed, " That 
their hens had caickled raony a day for the Ijords of Ravenswood, 
and it was time they suld caickle for those that rave them roosts 
and barley.” An unanimous grin intimated me assent of the 
assembly. " And,” continued the orator, “ if it ’s your wull, I ’ll 
just tak a step as far as Dunse for Davie Dmgwall the writer, 
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that ’s come frae the North to settle aiming us, and he ’ll pit this 
job to rights, I ’se warrant hun.” 

A day was accordingly fixed for holding a grand palater at 
Wolf’s-hope on the tubjcet of Caleb’s requisitioub, and he was 
invited to attend at the hamlet for that purpose. 

Ho went with open hands and empty stomach, trusting to fill 
Uie one on his master’s account, and the other on his own scoi'e, 
at the expense of the feuars of Wolf’s-hope. But, deatli to liis 
hopes ! as he entered the eastern end of the straggling village, 
the awful form of Bavje Dingwall, a sly, dry, hard-fisted, shrewd 
countiT' attorney, who had already acted against the family of 
Ravenswood, and was a pniicipal agent of Sir William Ashton, 
trotted in at tlie western extremity, bestriding a leathern port- 
manteau stuffed witli tlie feu-charters of the hamlet, and hoping 
he had not kept Mr Balderston waiting, “ as he was instructed 
and- fully empowered to pay or receive, compound or compensate, 
and, in fine, to agt * as accords, respecting all mutual and un- 
settled claims whatsoever, belonging or competent to the Honour- 
able Edgar Ravenswood, commotoly called the Master of Ravens- 
wood ” 

" The Right Honourable Edgar Lord Ratenstcood,^* said Caleb, 
with great emphasis ; for, tliough conscious he had little chance 
of advantage in the conflict to ensue, he was resolved not to 
sacrifice one jot of honour. "Lord Ravenswood, then,” said the 
man of business : “ wo shall not quarrel with you about titles of 
courtesy — commonly called Lord Ravenswood, or Master of 
Ravenswood, heritable proprietor of the lands and barony of 
Wolfs Crag, on the one part, and to John Whitefish and otliers, 
feuars in the town of Wolf’s-hope, within the barony aforesaid, on 
the other part.” 

Caleb was conscious, from sad experience, that he would wage 
a very differeut strife with this mercenary champion, than with 
the individual feuars themselves, upon whoso old recollections, 
predilectioiKs, and habits of flunking, he might have wrought by 
an hundred indirect arguments, to whicji their deputy-represen- 
tative was totally insensible. The issue of tlie debate proved the 
reality of his apprehensions. It was in vaia he strained his 
eloquence and ingenuity, and collected into one mass all arguments 
arising from antique custom and hereditary respect, from the 
good deeds done by the Lord of Ravenswood to the community 
of Wolfs-hope in former days, and from what might be expected 
from them in future. The writer struck to the contents of his 
feu-charters — he could not see it — ’twas not in the bond. And 
when Caleb, determined to try what a little spirit would do, 
deprecated consequences of Lord Ravenswood’s withdrawing 


• I. e To net as may be n«ccssary ai.d legal, a Scottish law phrase. 
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Ilia protection from tlie bnrgh, and oven hinted at his using active 
measures of resentment, the man of law sneered in his face. 

“ His clients,” he said, “ had determined to do the best they 
could for their own town, and he thought Lord Ravenswood, 
since ho was a lord, might have enougii to do to look after his own 
jastle. As to any threats of stonthriof oppression, by rule of 
thumb, or ria facti, as the law termed it, ho would have Mr 
Balderston recollect, that new times were not as old tunes — 
tliat they bved on the south of the Forth, and far from the 
Highlands- that his clients thought they were able to protect 
themselves ; but sliould they find themselves mistaken, they 
would apply to the g()^'‘^nment for the protection of a corporal 
and four rod-coats, who, said Mr Dingwall, with a grin, “would 
bo perfectly able to secure them against Lord Ravenswood, and 
all that he or his followoi’s could do by the strong liand.” 

If Caleb could have concentnited all the lightnings of aristo- 
cracy in his eye, to have struck dead this contemner of allegiance 
and privilege, he would have lanchcd them at his head, without 
respect to the consequences. As it was, he was compelled to tura 
his course backward to the castle ; and there he remained for 
full half a day invisible and inaccessible even to Mysie, seques- 
tered m his own peculiar dungeon, where he sat burnishing a 
single pewter-plate, and whistling Maggy Lauder six hours without 
intermission. 

Tlio issue of this unfortunate requisition had shut against 
Caleb all resources which could be derived from Wolf’s-hope and 
its purlieus, the Rl Dorado, or Peru, from which, in all former 
eases of exigence, ho had been able to extract some assistance. 
Ho had, indeed, in a manner vowed that the deil should have 
him, if over he put the print of his foot within its causeway again, 
lie had hitherto kept lus word ; and, strange to tell, tins secessiotn 
had, as he intended, in some degree, the effect of a punishment 
npon the refractory feiiars. Mr Bald'^rston had be. a person 
in their eyes connected with a suporioi order of beings, whose 
presence used ‘to grace their little festivities, whose advice they 
found useful on many occasions, and whose communications gave 
a sort of credit to their village. The place, tliey acknowledged, 
didna look as it used to do, and should do, since Mr Caleb keepit 
the castle sae closely — but doubtless, touching the eggs and 
butter, it was a most unreasonable demand, as Mr Dingwall bad 
justly made manifest.” 

- Thus stood matters betwixt the parties, when the old butler, 
though it was gall and wormwood to him, found himself obliged 
cither to acknowledge before a strange man of quality, and, what 
was much worse, before that stranger’s servant, the total inability 
of Wolfs Crag to produce a dinner, or he must trust to the com- 
passion of the feiars of Wolf’s-hope. It was a dreadful degrada- 
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tion, but necessity was equally imperious and lawless. With 
these feelings he entered the street of tlie village. 

Willing to shake himself from liis companion as soon as pos- 
sible, he directed Mr Lockhard to Luckie Sma’trash’s change- 
house, where a din, proceedmg from the revels of Bucklaw, 
Craigengelt, and their party, sounded half-way down the street, 
while the red glare from the window overpowered the grey 
twilight which was now settling down, and gliniinered against a 
parcel of old tubs, kegs, and barrels, piled up m the cooper’s yard, 
on the other side of the way. 

“ If you, Mr Lockhard,” said the old butler to his companion, 
"will be pleased to stop to the change-house where that light 
comes from, and w here, as 1 judge, tliey are now singing ‘ Cauld 
Kail in Aberdeen,’ ye may do your master’s errand about tho 
venison, and I will do mine about Bucklaw’s bed, as 1 return fmo 
getting tlie rest of the vivers. — It ’s no that the venison is 
actually iieedfu’, ” he added, detaining his colleague by the button, 
" to make up tho dinner; but, as a compliment to the hunters, yo 
ken — and, Mr Lockhard — if they offer ye a drink o’ yill, or a 
cup o’ wine, or a glass o’ brandy, ye'll he a wise man to take it, 
m case the thunner should hae soured ours at the castle, — whilk 
13 ow er Tiiucklo to be dreaded.” 

He then permitted Lockhard to depart ; and with foot heavy 
as lead, and >et far lighter than his heart, str-pped on through the 
unequal street of the straggling village, meditating on whom ho 
ought to make his first attack. It was necessary he should find 
some one, witli whom old acknowledged greatness should weigh 
mure tliiui recent independence, and to whom his application 
might appear an act of high dignity, relenting at once and 
soothing. But he could not recollect an inhabitant of a ramd so 
constructed. " Our kail is like to bo cauld eneugli too,” he re- 
flected, as tlie chorus of Cauld Kail in Aberdeen again reached 
Ills ears. The minister — he had got his presentation from the 
late lord, but they had quarreled about teiiids ; — the brcwstcr’s 
wife — she had trusted long — and the bill was aye scored up — 
and unless the dignity of the family should actually requife it, it 
would be a sin to distress a widow woman. None was so able — 
but, on tho other hand, none was likely to he less willing, to stand 
his friend upon the present occasion, than Gibbie Girder, the man 
of tubs and barrels already mentioned, who had headed the 
insurrection in the matter of the egg and butter subsidy. — " But 
a’ comes o’ taking folk on the right side, I trow,” quoth Caleb to 
himself ; " and 1 had ance the ill hap to say he was but a Johnny 
Newcome in our town, and the carle bore the family an ill will 
ever since. But he married a bonny young quean, Jean Light- 
body, auld Lightbody’s daughter, liim that w’as in the steading of 
Luap-tho-Dyke,*" and auld Light-body was married liimscU to 
VOL. VIII. u 
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Marion, that was about my lady in the family forty years syne — 
I hae had mony a day’s dafTtnjt wi’ Jean’s mither, and they say 
she bides on wi’ them — the carle has Jacobuses and Grcorgiuses 
baitli, an ane could get at them — and sure I am, it ’s doing him 
an honour him or his never deserved at our hand, the ungracious 
sumph; and if he loses by its a’thcgitlier, he is e’en cheap o’t, he 
can spare it brawlj 

Shaking off irresolution, therefore, and turning at once upon 
his hee’, Caleb walked hastily back to the cooper’s house, lifted 
tho latch without ceremony, .iiid, in a moment, found himself 
behind tlie kalian, or partition, from which position he could, 
himself unseen, reconnoitre the interior of llie hut, or kitchen 
apartment, of the mans'on. 

Reverse of tho sad menage at the Castle of Wolf’s Crag, a 
bickering fire roared up the cooper’s x-himiiey. IIis wife on 
the one side, in her pearhngs and pudding sleeves, put the last 
finishing touch to her holiday’s apparel, while she contemplated a 
very handsome and good-humoured face in a broken mirror, 
raised upon the hink (the shelves on which the plates are disposed) 
for her special accommodation. Her motlier, old Imckio Loup- 
the-Dyke, " a canty carline” as was within twenty miles of her, 
according to the unanimous report of the cummers, or gossips, sat 
by tlie fire in the full glory of a grogram gown, lammer beads, 
and a clean cockemony, whiffing a snug pipe of tobacco, and 
superintending the affairs of the kitchen. For — sight more 
interesting to the anxious heart and craving entrails of tho 
desponding seneschal, tlian either buxom dame or canty cummer 
— tliere bubbled on the aforesaid bickering fire, a huge pot, or 
rather cauldron, steaming with beef and brewis ; while before it 
revolved two spits, turned each by one of the cooper’s apprentices, 
seated in the opposite corners of the cliimnc\ ; the one loaded 
with a quarter of mutton, while the other was graced wdth a fat 
goose and a brace of wild ducks. The flight and seen^ of such a 
land of plenty almost wholly overcame the drooping spirits of 
Caleb. He turned, for a moment’s space, to reconnoitre the ben, 
or parlour end of the house, and there saw a sight scaice less 
affecting to his feelings, — a large round tablt', covered for ten 
or twelve persons, decored (according to his own favourite term) 
with tutpery as white as snow ; grand flagons of pewter, inter- 
mixed with one or two silver cups, containing, as was probable, 
something worthy the brilliancy of thoir outward appearance ; 
clean trenchers, cutty spoons, knives and forks, sharp, burnished, 
and prompt for action, which lay all displayed as for an especial 
festival. 

** The devil ’s in the pedling tub-coopering carle !” muttered 
Caleb, in all the envy of astonishment ; “ it ’s a shame to see the 
like o’ them gnsting tlicir gabs at sic a rate. But if some o’ tliat 
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rrude cheer does not find its way to Wolf’s Crag tliis night, my 
name is not Caleb Balderston.” 

So resolving, he entered the apartment, and, in all courteous 
greeting, saluted both the mother and the daughter. Wolf’s Crag 
was the court of tlie barony, Caleb prime minister at Wolf’s Crag; 
and it has ever been remarked, tliat though the masculine subject 
who j-nys the taxes, sometimes growls at the courtiers by whom 
they are imposed, the said courtiers continue, nevertheless, wel- 
come to tlie fair sex, to whom they furnish the newest small-talk 
and the earliest fashions. BoUi the dames w ere, tlierefore, at 
once about old Caleb’s neck, setting up tlieir tliroats together by 
W’ay of welcome. 

“ Ay, airs, Mr Balderston, and is this you ? — A sight of you 
is glide for sair een — sit down — sit down — Iho gndeman will be 
blithe to SCO you — ye nar saw him sae cadgy in your lite ; hut wo 
are to chnsteii our hit wean the night, as ye will hae heard, and 
doubtless ye will stay and see the ordinance — We liae killed a 
wether, and ane o’ oiir lads has been out wi’ his gun at the moss 

— ye used to like wild-fowl ” 

“ Na — na — gudewife,” said Caleb, “ I just keekit in to wish 

joy, and I wad be glad to hae spoken wi’ tlie gudeinau, but 
” moving, as if to go away. 

“ The ne ’er a fit ye ’s gang,” said the elder dame, laughing and 
holding him fast, witli a freedom which belonged to their old 
.icquaintance ; wha kens what ill it may bring to tlie bairn, if je 
owerlook it in that gate 

]3ut T ’ni in a prececse hurry, gudewife,” said the butler, suf- 
fering himself to bo dragged to a seat without much resistance ; 
“ and as to eating” — for lie observed the mistress of the dw’elhng 
bustling about to placo a trencher for Jura — “as for eatiug — 
laek-d-day, we are just killed up yonder wi’ eating frae morning 
to night — it ’s sliamefu’ epicurism ; but that ’s what w’e hae gotten 
frae the English pock-puddings.” 

“ Hout — never mind the English pock-pnddings,” said Luckic 
Liglitbody ; “ tr^ our puddings, Mr Balderston — there is black 
pudding and wliitc-hass — try whilk ye like best.” 

“ Baith gude — baitli excellent — canna he better; but the 
very smell is eneugh for me that hac dined sae lately (the faithful 
wretch had fasted since day-break.) But I wadna affront your 
housewifeskep, gudewife ; and, with your permission, I ’se e ’on 
pit them in my napkin, and eat them to my supper at e ’en, for 1 
am weaned of Mysie’s pastry and nonsense — ye ken landward 
dainties, aye pleased me best, Marion — and landward lasses too 

— (looking at the cooper’s wife) — Ne’er a bit but she looks fai* 
better than when slie married Gilbert, and then slie was the 
bonniest lass in our parochine and the neest till ’t — But gawcio 
cow, goodly calf.” 
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The women smiled at the compliment each to herself, and they 
smiled again to each other as Caleb wrapt up the puddings in a 
towel which he had brought with him, as a dragoon cairies his 
foraging bag to receive what may fall in his way. 

And what news at tlie castle V’ quo’ the gudewife. 

“News? — the bravest news ye ever heard — the Lord 
Keeper’s up yonder wi* his fair daughter, just ready to fling her 
at my lord’s head, if he winna tak her out o’ his arms ; and 1 ’so 
warrant ho ’ll stitch our auld lands of Ravenswood to her petti- 
coat tail.” 

“ Eh ! sirs — ay ! — an-l will he hae her ? — and is she weel- 
favoured ? — and what’s th<> colour o’ her hair! — and does she 
wear a habit or a railly ?” -re tlie questions which the females 
showered upon the butler. 

“I lout tout ! — it uad tak a man a day to answer a’ your 
questions, and I hac hardly a minute. Where 's the gudeman ?” 

“ Awa to fetch the minister,” said Mrs Girder, “ precious Mr 
peter Bide-the-Bent, frae the Moss-head — the honest man has 
the rheumatism wi’ lying in the hills in the persecution.” 

“ Ay I — a whig and a mountain-man — nae less ?” said Caleb, 
with a peevishness ho could not suppress; “ I hae seen the day, 
Luckie, when worthy Mr Cuffcushion and the service-book w'ould 
hae served your turn, (to the elder dame,) or ony honest woman 
in like circumstances.” 

“ And that ’s true too,” said Mrs Lightbody, “ but what can a 
body do ? — Jean maun baith sing her psalms and busk her cock- 
emony the gate the gudeman likes, and nao ither gate ; for he ’s 
maistcr and mair at name, I can tell ye, Mr Balderston.” 

“ Ay, ay, and does he guide the gear too ?” said Caleb, to whose 
projects masculine rule boded little good. 

“ Ilka penny on ’t — but ho ’ll dress her as dink as a daisy, as 
ye see — sae she has little reason to complain — where there’s 
ane better aff there ’s ten waur.” 

“ Aw'cel, gudewife,” Ssaid Caleb, crest-fallen, but not beaten off, 
“ that wasna the way ye guided your gudeman ; but ilka land has 
its am laucli. I maun be ganging — I just wanted to round in 
the gudeman’s lug, that I heard them say up by yonder, that 
Peter Puncheon that was cooper to the Queen’s stores at the 
Timmcr Burse at Leith, is dead — sac I thought that maybe a 
word frae my lord to tlie Lord Keeper might hae served Gilbert ; 
but since he ’s frae haine ” 

“ O but ye mauu stay his hame-coming,*’ said the dame, “ I aye 
telled the gudeman ye meant weel to him ; but he taks the tout at 
every bit lippening word.” 

“ Aweel, I ’ll stay tlie last minute I can.” 

“ And so,” said the handsome young spouse of Mr Girder, “ye 
think this Miss Ashton is weel-favcured ? — troth, and sae should 
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she, to set up for our young lord, with a face, and a hand, and a 
seat on his horse, that might become a king’s son — d’ye kon tliat 
he aye glowers up at my window, Mr Balderston, wlien he 
chances to ride thro* the town, sae 1 hae a right to ken what 
like lie IS, as wool as ony body.” 

“ 1 ken that brawly,” said Caleb, “ for I hac heard his lordship 
say the cooper’s wife had the blackest ee in the barony ; and I 
said, Weel may that be, my lord, for it was her mither’s afoie her, 
as I ken to my cost — £h, Marion 1 Ha, ha, lia ! — Ah ! these 
wore merry daj s 1” 

“ Hout awa, auld carle,” said tlio old dame, “ to speak sic 
dafhn to young folk. — But, Jean — fie, woman, dmna ye hear 
the bairn greet ? 1 ’se warrant it *8 tliat dreary weid * has come 

ower ’t again.” 

Up got mother and grandmother, and scoured away, jostling 
each otlier as they ran, into some remote corner of the tenement, 
where the young hero of the evening was deposited. Wlien 
Caleb saw the coast fairly clear, he took an invigorating pinch of 
snuff, to sharpen and confirm his resolution. 

Cauld be my cast, thouglit he, if either Bule-thc-Beiit or Girder 
taste thiit broche of wild-towl this evening ; and then addressing 
the eldest turnspit, a boy oi about eleven ) ears old, and putting a 
penny into his hand, lie said, “ Here is twal pennies, + my man ; 
carry that ower to Mrs Snia’trash, and bid her hll my mill wi* 
smshing, and 1 ’ll turn the brochc for ye in the meantime — and 
she will gio ye a gingerbread snap for your pains.” 

No 'iooner was the elder boy departed on this mission, than 
Caleb, looking the reinaiinug turnspit gravely and steadily in the 
face, removed from the fire the spit bearing the wild-fowl of which 
he had uiidcrtakoii the cliarge, clapped his hat on his head, and 
fairly marched off with it. He stopped at the door of the change- 
house only to say, in a fc w brief w’onls, that Mr Hayston of 
Bucklaw w-us not to expect a bed that evening m the castle. 

If this message was too briefly delivered by Caleb, it became 
absolute rudeness when convoyed tlirough the medium of a 
suburb landlady ; and Bucklaw was, as a more calm and tempe- 
rate man might have been, highly incensed. Captain ( raigengelt 
proposed, with the unanimous applause of all present, that they 
should course the old fox (meaning Calebl ere he got to cover, 
and toss him in a blanket. But Lockhard intimated to his mas- 
ter’s servants, and those of Lord Bittlebrains, in a tone of autho- 
rity, that the slightest impertinence to the Master of Ravenswood’s 
domestic, would give Sir William Ashton the highest offence. 
And having so said, in a manner sufficient to prevent any aggros- 

* Weid, a feverisli cold ; a disorder Incident to infants and to females, is so 
ca’Icd. 

t Monets Scotics, scilicet. 
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sion on tlieir part, lie left the public-house, takiii"; along with 
him two servants loaded with such provisions as he had been 
able to procure, and overtook Caleb just when he had cleared tlio 
village. 


CHAPTER XIII. 

Shoiihl I tiiUe auglitof you’ — ’tis tmo I begRed now , 

And wb.it IS worse tli<m tli.it, I stole .a kindness. 

And, wlut iswo'st of all, 1 lost luy w.o} in ‘t 

IKit uithout 

The free of the little boy, sole witness of Caleb'.s infringement 
upon the Jaws at once of property and hospitality, woiihl Iiave 
made a good pic tiirc He sat motionless, as if he had witnessed 
some ot the sjiectral appearances which he had heard told of in 
a winter’s evening ; and as he forgot his own duty, and allowed 
his spit to stand still, ho added to tlie misfortunes of the evening, 
by suffering tlie mutton to hum as black as coal. Ho was first 
recalled from his trance of astonishment by a hearty cuff, adnii- 
nistorcd by Dame Lightbody, who (in whatever other respects she 
might conform to her name) was a woman strong of person, and 
expert in the use of her hands, as some say her deceased husband 
had known to his cost. 

“ \Vh.it gar ’d ye let tlio roast bum, ye ill-cleckit gude-for- 
nought 1” 

1 dinna ken,” said the boy. 

" And where 's that ill-deedy gett, Giles 

“ 1 dinna ken,” blubbered the astonished declarant. 

“ And wlicro ’s Mr Balderatou ? — and abime a’, and in tlio 
name of council and kirk-session, that I suld sa^ sao, where ’s the 
brocho wi’ the wild-fowl 

As Mrs Girder here entered, and joined lier mother’s i .claroa 
tioiis, screaming into one ear while the old lady deafened the 
other, they succeeded m so utterly coufoimdiiig tlie unhappy 
urchin, that ho could not for some time tell Ins stury at all, aiid it 
was only when the elder boy returned, tliat the truth began to 
dawn on tlieir minds. 

“ Wed, sirs 1” said Mrs Lightbody, “ wha wad hae thought o’ 
Caleb Balderston playing an auld acquaintance sic a pliskio !” 

“ O, weary on him !” said the spouse oi Mr Girder ; “ and what 
am 1 to say to the gudernan ! — he ’ll brain me, if tliere wasna 
iinithcr woman in a’ Wolf’s-hope.” 

“ Hout tout, silly quean,” said the mother ; na na — it’s come 
to muckle, but it ’s no come to that neitlier ; for an he brain you 
he maun brain me, and I have garr ’d his betters stand back — 
hands alf is fair play — we inauuna heed a bit flyting.” 
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The tramp of horses now announced the arrival of the cooper, 
witli the minister. They had no sooner dismounted than they 
made for tlie kitchen fire, for tlie evening was cool after the 
thunder storm, and the woods wet and dirty. The young gude- 
wife, strong in tlie charms of her Sunday gown and biggonets, 
tlirew herself m tlie way of receiving the tmst attack, while her 
mother, like the veteran division of the Homan legion, remained 
ill the rear, ready to support her m case of necessity. Both 
hoped to protract the discovery of what had happened — the 
mother, by interposing her bustling person betwixt Mr Girder 
and the fire, and the daughter, by tlie extreme cordiality with 
which she received t)''' minister and her husband, and the 
anxious fears which she expressed lest they should have “ gotten 
cauld.” 

“ Giuld V' quoth the husband surlily — foi* ho was not of that 
cla.ss of lords and masters whose wives are v iccroys over them — 
“we’ll be cauld ciieugli, I think, if ye dmna let us in to tlie 
lire.” 

And so saying, he burst his way through both lines of defence; 
and, as ho liad a caretul eye over his prox '-Tty of e\ > ry kind, he 
perceived nt one glance the absence of the spit with its savoury 
burden. “ AVhat tlie deil, woman ” 

“ Fie for .shame exclaimed both tlio women ; “ and before Mr 
Bide-the-Heiit !” 

“I .stand ivpnived,” said the cooper; “but ” 

“ I’lie taking in our mouths the name of the great enemy of our 
souls,” said lAlr 13ide-the-Beut 

“ I stand j’oprovod,” said tlie cooper. 

“ Is ail exfxwing ourselves to Ins temptations,” continued the 
reverend monitor, “ and an inviting, oi’, m some sort, a com- 
pelling, of him to lay aside his other trafficking with unhappy 
persons, and wait upon tliose m whose speech Ins name is 
frequent.” 

“ WeeJ, w(vl, Mr Bide-the-Bent, can a man do mair tlian stand 
reproveil said the cooper; “but just 'let me ask the w'omen 
what for they hue dished the wild-fowl before we came.” 

“They arena dished, Gilbert,” said lus wife; “but — but an 
accident ” 

“ What accident ?” said Girder, with flasliing eyes — “ Nae ill 
come ower them, I trust * Uh ?” 

Ills wife, who stood much iii awe of him, durst not reply, but 
her mother bustled up to her support, with arms disposed as if 
they were about to be a-kimbo at the next reply. — “I gied them 
to an acquaintance of mine, Gibbie Girder ; and what about it 
now ?” 

Her excess of .issurancc struck Girder mute for an instant. — 
“And ye gied the wild-lowl, the best end of our christening 
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dinner, to a friend of yours, yo auld rudas ! And what might his 
name be, I pray ye 

“Just worthy Mr Caleb Balderston, frae Wolf’s Crag,” 
answered Marion, prompt and prepared for battle. 

Girder’s wrath foamed over all restraint. If there was a cir- 
cu nstance which could have added to the resentment he felt, it 
was, tliat this extravagant donation had been made in favour of 
our friend Caleb, towards whom, for reasons to which the reader 
is no stranger, he nourished a decided resentment. lie raised 
his riding-wand against the elder matron, but she stood firm, 
collected in herself, and undauntedly brandished the iron ladle 
with which she had just been flamhing {Anghck, basting) the 
roast of mutton. Her wo,«pon was certainly the better, and her 
arm not the weakest of the two ; so that Gilbert thought it safest 
to turn short off upon his wife, who had by this time hatched a 
sort of hysterical whine, which greatly moved the minister, who 
was in fact as simple and kind-hearted a creature as ever 
breathed. — “ And you, ye thowlesa jadd, to sit still and see my 
substance disponed upon to an idle, drunken, reprobate, worm- 
eaten, serving man, just because he kittles the lugs o’ a silly auld 
wife wi’ useless clavers, and every twa words a lee ? ^ — I ’ll gar 
you as gudo ” 

Here the minister interposed, both by voice and action, while 
Daino Lightbody threw herself in front of her daughter, and 
flourished her ladle. 

“ Am I no to chastise my ain wife ?” exclaimed the cooper, 
very indignantly. 

“Ye may chastise your ain wife if ye like,” answered Dame 
Lightbody ; “ but ye shall never lay finger on my daughter, and 
that ye may found upon.” 

“ For shame, Mr Girder !” said tho clergyman , “ this is what 
I little expected to have seen of you, that you snld give rein to 
your sinful passions against your ncarebt siid your deai** st; and 
this night too, when ye are called to the i-iost solemn duty of a 
Christian parent'*~and a’ for what 1 for a rrdundancy of ertature- 
comforts, as worthless as they are unneedful.” 

“ Worthless !” exclaimed tlie cooper ; “ a better giise never 
walkit on stubble; twa liner dentier wild-ducks never wat a 
feather.” 

“ Be it sae, neighbour,” rejoined tho minister ; “ but sec what 
superfluities are yet revolving before your fire. I have seen the 
day when ten of the bannocks which stand upon that board would 
have been an acceptable dainty to as many men, that were 
starving on hills and bogs, and m caves of the eartli, for the 
Gospel’s sake.” 

“ And that’s what vexes me maist of a’,” said the cooper, 
anxious to get some one to sympathize with his not altogether 
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causeless anger ; " an the quean had gien it to ony suffering santt 
or to ony body ava but that reaving, lying, oppressing tory villainy 
that rado in the wicked troop of mihtia when it was commanded 
out against the sants at Bothwell Brigg by tlie auld tyrant 
Allan Ravenswood, that is gane to his place, 1 wad the less hae 
minded it. But to gie the principal part o’ the feast to the like o* 
him 1 ” 

" Aweel, Gilbert,” said the minister, “ and dinna ye see a high 
judgment in this? — The seed of the righteous are not seen 
begging their bread — think of tlic son of a powerful oppressor 
being brought to the pass of supporting his household from your 
fulness.” 

“ And, besides,” said the wife, “ it wasna for Lord Ravenswood 
neither, an he wad hear but a body speak — it was to help to 
entertain the Lord Keeper, as they ca’ him, that ’s up yonder at 
Wolf’s Crag.” 

“ Sir William Ashton at Wolf’s Crag !” ejaculated the astonished 
man of hoops and staves. 

“ And hand and glove wi’ Lord Ravenswood,” added Dame 
Lightbody. 

“ Doited idiot ! — that auld clavering sneck-drawer wad gar ye 
trow the moon is made of green cheese. The Lord Keeper and 
Ravenswood ! they are cat and dog, hare and hound.” 

** I toll ye they are man and wife, and grec betU'r than some 
others th, at are sae,” retorted the mothor-m-law ; “foihy, Peter 
Puncheon, that ’s cooper to the Q,uecn’s stores, is dead, and the 
place is to fill, and ” 

“ Od guide us, wull ye baud your skirling tongues ?” said 
Girder, — for we are to remark, that this explanation was given 
like a catch for two voices, the younger dame, much encouraged 
by the turn of the debate, taking up, and repeating in a higher 
tone, the words as fast as they were uth^red by her mother. 

“ Tlio gudewife says nacthing but what 's time, maister,” said 
Girder’s fomnaii, who had come in during tlie fray. “ 1 saw the 
Lord Keeper’s servants drinking and driving ower at Lucluo 
Sma’trash’s, ower by yonder.” 

“ And is their maister up at Wolf’s Crag said Girder. 

“ Ay, troth is he,” replied his man of confidence. 

And friends wi’ Ravenswood ?” 

“ It ’s like sae,” answered the foreman, since he is putting up* 
wi’ him.” 

And Peter Puncheon ’s dead *” 

*‘Ay, ay — Puncheon has leaked out at last, the auld carle,” 
said the foreman ; “ mony a dribble o’ brandy has gaen through 
him in his day. — But as for the broche and tlie wild-fowl, the 


* Taking up ]ii$ ivbcd» 
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saddle’s no aff your mare yet, maister, and I could follow and 
bring it back, for Air Jlalderston’a no far aff the town yet.” 

** Do sae, Will — and come here — I ’ll toll ye what to do when 
ye owertako him.” 

He relieved the females of his presence, and gave Will his 
pri ate instructions. 

“ A bonny-hko thing,” said the mother-in-law, as the cooper 
re-entered tiio apartment, “to send the innocent lad after an 
armed man, when ye ken Mr Balderston aye wears a rapier, and 
whiles a dirk into the bargain.” 

“I trust,” said the minister, “ye have reflected weel on what 
JO have done, lest you sh< old minister cause of strife, of which it 
is ray duty to say, he wl' > afford* th matter, albeit he himself 
htriketli not, is in no manner guiltlcNS.” 

“ Never fash your beard, Mr Bide-the-Beiit,” replied Girder ; 
“ano canna get their breath out between wives and ministers — 
r ken best how to turn my am cake. — Jean, serve up the dinner, 
and nac mair about it.” 

Nor did he again allude to the deficiency iii the course of the 
evening. 

Meantime, the foreman, mounted on his master’s steed, and 
charged with his special orders, pricked swiftly forth m pursuit of 
tlie marauder Caleb. That personage, it may be imagined, did 
not linger by the way. Ho intermitted even his dcarly-beloved 
chatter, for the purpose of making more haste — only assuring Mr 
Lockhard that he had made the purveyor’s wife give the wild-fowl 
a few turns before the fire, in case that Mysie, who had been so 
much alarmed by the tliunder, should not have Iier kitchen-grate 
in full splendour. Meanwhile, alleging the necessity of being at 
Wolf’s Crag es soon as possible, he pushed on so fast that Ins 
companions could scarce keep up with him. He began already to 
think he was sale from pursuit, having gained the buinmit of tho 
swelling eminence which divides Wolf’s Crag from thv illage, 
when he heard the distant tread of a hor-.*, and a voice which 
shouted at internals, “Mr Caleb — Mr Balderston — Mr Caleb 
Balderston — hollo — bide a wee !” 

Caleb, it may be well believed, w'as in no IiuiTy to acknow- 
ledge the summons. First, he would not heai* it, and faced his 
companions down, that it was the echo of tho wind ; then he said 
it was not worth stopping for ; and, at length, halting reluctantly, 
as the figure of the horseman appeared through the shades of 
the evening, he bent up his whole soul to the task of delending 
his prey, threw himself into an attitude of dignity, advanced the 
spit, which in his grasp might with its burden seem both spear 
and shield, and firmly resolved to die rather than surrender it. 

What was his astonishment, when the cooper’s foreman, riding 
up and addressing him with respect, told him, “ his master was 
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\ery sorry he was absent when he came to his dwelling, and 
grieved that he could not tarry the christening dinner ; and that 
he had taeii the freedom to send a sma’ rundlet of sack, and ane 
anker of brandy, as he understood there were guests at die castle, 
and tliat tliey were short of preparation.” 

I have heard somewhere a story of an elderly gentleman, who 
was purbiicd by a bear that had gotten loose from its muzzle, 
until completely exhausted. In a fit of desperation, he faced 
round upon Bruin and lifted his cane ; at the sight of which the 
instinct of discipline prevailed, and the animal, instead of tearing 
him to pieces, rose up upon his hind-legs, and instantly began to 
shuffle a saraband. Not less than the joyful surprise of the 
senior, who had supposed himself in the extremity of peril from 
whicli he was tlius iincxjieetedly relieved, was that of our excel- 
lent friend Caleb, when lie found the pursuer intended to add to 
liiis prize, instead of bereaving him of it. lie recovered his 
latitude, however, instantly, so soon as the foreman, stooping 
from Ins nag, where ho sate perched betwixt the two barrels, 
whispered in his ear, — If ony thing about Peter Puncheon's 
place could be airtod their way, John (Iirder wad inak it better 
to the Master of llavenswood than a pair of new gloves ; and 
that he wad be bhtho to speak wi’ Maister Balderston on that 
head, and he wad find him as pliant as a hoop-willow in a’ tliat 
he could wish of him.” 

Caleb heard all this without rendering any answer, except that 
of all great men from Louis XIV. downwards, namely, “ we will 
see about it and then added aloud, for the edification of Mr 
Lockliard, — Your master lias acted with becoming civility and 
attention m forwarding the liquors, and I will not fail to repre- 
sent it properly to my Lord Ravenswood. And, my lad,” he 
said, ‘‘ you may ride on to the castle, and if none of the servants 
arc returned, wliilk is to be dreaded, as they make day and night 
of it whf n they are out of sight, ye may put them into the porter’s 
lodge, whilk is on the right hand of the great entry — the porter 
has got leave to go to sec his friends, sae ye will meet no ane to 
steer ye.” 

The foreman, having received his orders, rode on ; and having 
deposited the casks m the deserted and ruinous porter's lodge, he 
returned unquestioned by any one. Having thus executed Ids 
master’s commission, and doffed his bonnet to Caleb and Ids 
company as he repassed them in his way to the village, be 
returned to have Ids share of the christening festivity.* 

* See Note B. Raid of Caleb Baldenlon. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

As, to the Autumn breeze’s bugle sound, 

Various and vague the dry leaves dance their round ; 

Or, from the garner-door, on ether borne. 

The chaff dies devious from the winnow’d com ; 

So vague, so devious, at the breath of he.iven. 

From tlieir fix’d aim arc mortal counsels dnv’n 

Anonymous. 

We left Caleb Balderston in the extremity of triumph at the 
success of hiR various acliu v ements for the honour of the house 
of Ravenswood. When l.e had mustered and marshalled his 
dishes of divers kinds, a more royal provision had not been seen 
in Wolf’s Crag, since the funeral feast of its deceased lord. 
Great was the glory of the serving-man, as he decored the old 
oaken table with a clean cloth, and arranged upon it carbonaded 
venison and roasted wild-fowl, with a glance, every now and then, 
as if to upbraid the incredulity of his master and his guests ; and 
with many a story, more or less true, was Lockhard that evening 
regaled concerning the ancient grandeur of Wolf’s Crag, and the 
sway of its Barons over the country m their neighbourliood. 

" A vassal scarce hold a calf or a lamb his am, till he had first 
asked if the Lord of Kavonswood was pleased to accept it ; and 
they wei-e obliged to ask tlie lord’s consent before they married 
in these days, and inony a merry tale they tell about that right 
as weel as others. And although,” said Caleb, “ these times are 
not like the gude auld times, when authority had its right, yet 
true it is, Mr Lockhard, and you yoursell may partly have 
remarked, that we of the House of Ravenswood do our endeavour 
in keeping up, by all just and lawful exertion ni our 'laroiual 
authority, that due and fitting connection betwixt supenor and 
vassal, whilk is in some danger of falling into desuetudt owing 
to the general ^ceuce and misrule of these present unhappy 
times.” 

“ Umph !” said Mr Lockhard ; and if I may inquire, Mr 
Balderston, pray do you tnid your people at the village yonder 
amenable 1 for I must needs say, that at Ravenswood Castle, now 
pertaining to my master, the Lord Keeper, ye have not left 
behind ye the most compliant set of tenantry.” 

“ Ah ! but Mr Lockhard,” replied Caleb, “ ye must consider 
there has been a cliange of hands, and the auld lord might 
expect twa turns frae them, when the new comer canna get ano. 
A dour and fractious set they were, tliac tenants of Ravenswood, 
and ill to live wi’ when they dinna ken their master — and if 
your master put them nuid aiice, the whole country will not put 
them down.” 
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“ Troth,” said Mr Lookhard, “ an such be the case, I think tlio 
wisest thing for us a’ wad be to hammer up a match between your 
young lord and our winsome young leddy up by tliere ; and Sir 
William might just stitch your auld barony to her gown-slcevc, 
and he wad sune cuitlc * another out o’ somebody else, sic a lang 
head as he has.” 

Caleb .shook his head. — "I wish,” ho said, “I wish that may 
answer, Mr Lockliard. There ai*e auld prophecies about this 
house I wad like ill to see fulfilled wi’ my auld een, tliat has seen 
evil cneiigli already.” 

“ Pshaw ' never mind freits,” said his brotlier butler ; “ if the 
young folk liked iirio aiiither, they wad make a winsome couple, 
but, to say truth, there is a leddy sits in our liall-neuk, maun 
have her hand in that as well as in every otlier job. but there ’s 
no harm m drmkiiig to their healths, and 1 will fill Mrs Mysie a 
cup of Mr (jirdcr’s canary.” 

While they thus enjoyed themselves in the kitchen, the company 
in the hall were not less pleasantly engaged. So soon as l^vens- 
wood had determined ujion giving the Lord Keeper such hospi- 
tality as ho had to ofter, he deemed it incumbent on him to assume 
the open .ind courteous brow of a wcll-plcasc'd host. It has been 
ciften 1 ‘emarked, that when a man coranieiiees by acting a charac- 
ter, he freijuently ends by adopting it in good earnest. In the 
course of an hour or two, Ravenswood, to his own surprise, found 
himself in the situation of ono who frankly does his best to enter- 
tain welcome and honoured giusts. How nmeh of this change in 
Ins disposition was to be ascribed to the beauty and simplicity of 
Miss Ashton, to the readiness with which she accommodated 
herself to tlic incouvcniencios of her situation — how much to tlio 
sinootli and plausible conversation of the Lord Keeper, remark- 
ably gifted with those wc'rds which win the oar, must bo left to 
the reader’s ingenuity to conjecture, but Ravenswood was 
insensible 1 1 neither. 

The Loi d Keeper was a veteran statesman, well acquainted 
with courts and cabinets, and intimate witli all the various turns 
of public affairs during the last cventtul years of the seventeenth 
century. He could talk, from his ow'u knowledge, of men and 
events, in a way which failed not to win attention, and had the 
peculiar art, while he never said a word which committed himself, 
at the same tunc to persuade the hearer that he was speaking 
without the least shadow of scrupulous caution or reserve. 
Ravenswood, in spite of his prejudices and real grounds of resent- 
ment, felt hiuiselt at once ainu.sed and instructed in listening to 
him, while the statesman, whose inward feelings had at first so 
much impeded his efforts to make himself known, had now 

* Cuitle may ansner to the elegant modern plirase (UdilU:, 
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regained all the ease and fluency of a silver-tongued lawyer of the 
very highest order. 

His daughter did not speak much, hut she smiled ; and wliat 
she did say argued a submissive gentleness, and a desire to give 
pleasure, which, to a proud man like Ravenswood, was more 
fascinating than the most brilliant wit. Above all, he could not 
but observe, that whether from gratitude, or from some other 
motive, he himself, in his desert^ and unprovided hall, was as 
much the object of respectful attention to his guests, as he would 
have been wlieu surrounded by all the appliances and ineiins of 
hospitality proper to hi<- high birth. All deficiencies passed 
unobserved, or if they did not escape notice, it was to praise tlie 
substitutes which Caleb bs.d contrived to supply tlie want of the 
usual accommodations. Where a smile was unavoidable, it was 
a very good-humoured one, and often coupled with some well- 
turned compliment, to shew how much the guests esteemed the 
merits of their noble host, how little they thought of the incon- 
veniences with which they were surrounded. I am not sure 
whether the pride of being found to outbalance, m virtue of his 
own personal merit, all the disadv.-intages of fortuno, did not 
make as favourable an impression upon tlie haughty heart of the 
Master of Ravenswood, as the conversation of flie father and the 
beauty of Lucy Ashton 

The hour of repose arrived. The Keeper and his daughter 
retired to their apartments, which were “ decored” more properly 
than could have been anticipated. In making the necessary 
arrangements, Mysie had indeed enjoyed the assistance of a gossip 
who had arrived from the village upon an exploratory expedition, 
but had been arrested by Caleb, and impressed into the domestic 
drudgery of the evening. So that, instead of returning home to 
describe tlie dress and person of the grand young lady, she found 
herself compelled to be active in the domestic economy ot Wolf’s 
Crag. 

According to the custom of the time, tlie Master of Ravenswood 
.attended the Lord Keeper to his apartment, followed by (^aleb, 
who placed on the table, with all the ceremonials due to torches 
of wax, two rudely-framed tallow -candles, such as in those days 
were only used by the peasantry, hooped in paltry clasps of wire, 
which served for candlesticks. He then disappeared, and pre- 
sently entered with two earthen flagons, (the china, he said, had 
been little used since my lady’s time,' one filled with canary 
wine, the other with brandy. * The canary sack, unheeding all 
probabilities of detection, he declared had been twenty years in 
the cellars of Wolfs Crag, " though it was not for him to speak 
liefore their honours ; the brandy — it was wecl-kend liquor, as 


* See Note C. Anctml HotpilaMjh 
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mild as mead, ami as strong as Sampson — it had been in the 
liouso ever since the memorable revel, in which auld Micklestob 
held been slain at the head of the stair by Jamie of Jenklebrae, on 
account of the honour of the woi’sliipfui Lady Muriend, wha was 
in some sort an ally of the family ; natheless ” 

“ But to cut tliat matter short, Mr Caleb,” said tho Keeper, 
** perhaps you will favour me with a ewer of water.” 

“ God forbid your lordship should drink w'ater in this family,” 
replied Caleb, “ to the disgrace of so honourable an house !” 

‘‘ Nevertheless, if his lordship have a fancy,” said tlie Master, 
smiling, “ T think ^ou might indulge Inin ; for, if 1 mistake not, 
there has been water drank here at no distant date, and witli 
good relish too.” 

“ To bo sure, if his lordship has a fancy,” said Caleb ; and re- 
entering with a jug of pure clement — “ lie will scarce find such 
water ony where as is drawn fra the well at Wolf’s Crag — never- 
theless^ ” 

“ Nevertheless, wo must leave tho Lord Keeper to his repose 
in this poor chamber of ours,” said the Mastc'r of Ravenswood, 
interrupting Ins t.ilkative domestic, who immediately turning to 
the door-way, with a profoiuid reverence, prepared to usher Ids 
master from tho secret chamber. 

But the Lord Keeper prevented Ins host's departure. — “I have 
but one w'ord to say to tlie Master of Ravenswood, Mr Caleb, and 
1 fancy lie will excuse your waiting.” 

With a second reverence, lower than tlie former, Caleb witli- 
drew— and his master stood motionless, expecting, with con- 
siderable embarrassment, what wa.s to close the events of a day 
Iraught with unexpeiitcd incidents. 

“ Master of Ravenswood,” said Sir William Ashton, with some 
emharrassment, “ I hope you understand tho Christian law too 
well to sufi’or the sun to sot upon jonr anger.” 

The Master blushed and replied, “ He had no occasion that 
evening to exercise the dut^ enjoined upon him by Ins Christian 
faith.” 

“ I should have thought otherwise,” said his guest, consider- 
ing tho various subjects of dispute and litigation which have im- 
Iiappily occurred more frequently than was desirable oi necessary 
betwixt the late honourable lord, your father, and myself.” 

“ T could wish, my lord,” said Ravenswood, agitated by sup- 
pressed emotion, “ that reference to these circumstances should 
bo made any where rather than under my father’s roof.” 

“ I should have felt the delicacy of this appeal at another time,” 
said Sir William Ashton, “ but now I must proceed with what I 
mean to say. — I have suffered too much in my own mind, from 
tlie false delicacy which prevented my soliciting with earnestness, 
what indeed I frequently requested, a personal commumng witli 
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your father — much distress of mind to him and to me might have 
been prevented.” 

“ It is true,” said Havenswood, after a moment’s reflection ; 

I have heard my father say your lordship had proposed a per- 
sonal interview.” 

“ Proposed, my dear Master 1 I did indeed propose it, but I 
ought to have begged, entreated, beseeched it. I ought to have 
tom away the veil which interested persons had stretched betwixt 
us, and shewn myself as I was, willing to sacnfice a considerable 
part even of iny legal rights, in order to conciliate Icclings so 
natural as his must be .illowed to have been. Let me say for 
myself, my young friend for so 1 will call you, that had your 
father and I spent the same time togetluT which my good fortune 
has allowed me to-day to pass in your company, it is possible the 
land might yet have enjoyed one of the most respectable of its 
ancient nobility, and I should have been spari'd the pain of part- 
ing in enmity from a person whose general character I so much 
admired and honoured.” 

He put his handkerchief to his eyes. Ravenswood also was 
moved, but awaited in silence the progress of this extraordinary 
communication. 

“ It is necessary,” continued the Lord Keeper, “ and proper 
that you should understand, that there have been many points 
betwixt us, in which, although I judged it proper that there slioiiW 
be an exact ascertainment of my legal rights by the decree of a 
court of justice, yet it was never niy intention to press them 
beyond tlio verge of equity.” 

“My Lord,” said tlie Master of Ravensw’ood, “it is unnecessary 
to pursue this topic farther. What the law will give you, or has 
given you, you enjoy — or you shall enjoy; neither my lather, 
nor I myself, wovdd have received any tbiiig ou the ibotuig of 
favour.” 

“Favour? — no — you misunderstai'J me,” ren ned the 
Keeper ; “ or uathcr you are no lawyer. A light may be good 
in law, and ascertained to be so, winch yet a man of honour may 
not m every ca.se care to avail himself of.” 

“ I am sorry for it, my lord,” said the Master. 

“ Nay, nay,” retorted his guest, “ you speak like a young 
counsellor ; your spirit goes before your wit. There are many 
things still open for decision betwixt us. Can you blame me, an 
old man desirous of peace, and in the castle of a yoimg nobleman 
who has saved my daughter’s life and my own, that I am desirous, 
anxiously desirous, that these should be settled on the most liberal 
principles ?” 

The old man kept fast hold of the Master's passive hand as he 
spoke, and made it impossible for him, be bis predetermination 
what it would, to retui’n any other tlian an acquiescent reply ; 
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and wishing his guest good-night, he postponed fartlier conference 
until the next morning. 

Ravenswood hurried into tlie hall, where he was to spend the 
night, and for a time traversed its pavement with a dwordered 
and rapid pace. His mortal foe was under his roof, yet his sentU 
ments towards him were neither those of a feudal enemy nor of 
a true Christian. He felt as if he could neither forgive him in 
the one character, nor follow ‘Ibrtli his vengeance in the other, 
hut that he was making a base and dishonourable composition 
betwixt his resentment against the father and his affection for his 
daughter. Ho cursed himself, as he hurried to and fro in the 
pale moonlight, and more ruddy gleams of the expiring wood-fire. 
He threw open and shut the latticed windows with violence, as if 
alike impatient of the admission and exclusion of free air. At 
length, however, the torrent of iiassioii foamed off its madness, 
and ho flung himself into the chair, which he proposed as his 
place of repose for the niglit. 

If, in reality, — such wei-e tlie calmer thoughts tliat followed 
the first tempest of Ins passion, — if, in reality, this man desii’es 
no more than the law allows him — if he is willing to adjust even 
his acknowledged rights upon an equitable footing, wliat could be 
my father’s cause of oomplamtl— what vs mine*— Those from 
wliom we won our ancient po'-'-cssions fell under the sword of my 
ancestors, and left lands and h viiigs to the conquerors ; we sink 
under the force of the law, now too powi'rful for the Scottish 
chivalry. Let us jiarlcy with the victors of the day, as if we had 
been besieged m our fortress, and without hope of relief. This 
man may he other than I have thought him ; and his daughter — 
but I have resolved not to think ot hm 

He wrapt Ins cloak around him, fell asleep, and dreamed of 
Lucy Ashton bU daj light gleamed thi’uugh the lattices. 


CHAPTER XVi 

Wo worldly men, when we see friends and kinsmen 
Past honu sunk in their fortunes, lend no hand 
To hfi tlieiii up, but rather set our feet 
Upon their heads to press them to tlio bottom, 

As I must yield with you 1 practised it, 

Hut now I see you in a way to rise, 

1 can and will assist you 

Neu) Way io Pay Old Debit. 

The Lord Keeper carried witli him to a couch harder than lie 
was accustomed to stretch himself upon, the same ambitious 
thoughts and political perplexities, which drive sleep from the 
softest down that ever spread a bed of state. He had sailed long 
enough amid the contending tides and currents of the time to be 
VOL. vrii. I 
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sensible of their peril, and of the necessity of trimming his vessel 
to the prevailing wind, if he would have her escape shipwreck in 
the storm. The nature of liis talents, and the timorousness of 
disposition connected with them, had made him assume the 
pliability of the versatile old Earl of Northampton, who explained 
the art by which he kept his ground during all the changes of 
state, from the reign of Henry the VIII. to that of Elizabeth, by 
the frank avowal, that he was born of the willow, not of the oak. 
It had accordingly been Sir William Ashton’s policy, on all occa- 
sions, to watch the changes in the political horizon, and, ere yet 
the conflict was deeifh-d, to negotiate some interest for himself 
with the party most liKidy to prove victorious. Ills time-serving 
disposition was well kuo vn, and excited the contempt of the more 
daiing leaders of both factions in the state. But his talents were 
of a useful and practical kind, and his legal knowledge held in 
high estimation; and they so far counterbalanced otlier deflciencies, 
that those in power were glad to use and to reward, though with- 
out absolutely trusting or greatly respecting him. 

The Marquis of A had used his utmost mfliicncc to effect 

a change in the Scottish cabinet, and his schemes had been of late 
so well laid and so ably supported, that there appeared a very 
great chance of his proving ultimately successful. He did not, 
however, feel so strong or so confident aa to neglect any means 
of drawing recruits to his standard. The acquisition of the Lord 
Keeper was deemed of some importance, and a friend, perfectly 
acquainted with liis circumstances and character, became re- 
sponsible for his political conversion. 

When this gentleman arrived at Ravenswood Castle upon a visit, 
the real purpose of which was disguised under general courtesy, 
he found the prevailing fear, which at present beset the Lord 
Keeper, was that of danger to his own person in mi the Master of 
Ravenswood. The language which the blind sibyl, old Alice, 
had used ; the sudden apjiearance of the Master, a med, and 
within his pgpcincts, immediately after he had been warned, 
against danger from him; the cold and haughty return received 
in exchange for the acknowledgments with which he loaded him 
for his timely protection, had all made a strong impression on 
his imagination. 

So soon as the Marquis’s political agent found how the wind 
sat, he began to insinuate fears and doubts of another kind, 
scarce less calculated to affect the T.c>rd Keeper. He inquired 
with seeming interest, whether the jiroceedings in Sir William’s 
complicated litigation witii the Ravenswood family was out of 
court, and settled without the possibility of appeal ? The Lord 
Keeper answered in the affirmative ; but his interrogator was too 
well informed to bo imposed upon. Ho pointed out to him, by 
unanswerable arguments, that some of the most important points 
which had been decided in bis favour against the house of 
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Ravenswood, were liable, under tlie Treaty of Union, to be 
reviewed by the Britmh House of Peers, a court of equity of 
which the Lord Keeper felt an instinctive dread. This course 
came instead of an appeal to tlie old Scottish Parliament, or, as 
it was technically termed, a protestation for remeid m law.” 

The Lord Keeper, after he liad fur some time disputed the 
legality of such a proceeding, was compelled at length ^ comfort 
himself with tlie improbability of tlie ^oiiiig Master of liavens- 
wood’s iiiidmg friends in parliament, capable ot stirring in so 
weighty an affair. 

“ Do not comfort yourself with tliat false hope,” said his wily 
friend; “it is possible that, m the iie\t session of parliament, 
}uuiig Ravenswood may hud more friends and favour even thau 
your lordship.” 

“ That would be a sight worth sceuig,” said the Keeper, scorn- 
fully. 

“ And yet,” said his friend, “ such things have been soon ere 
now, and in our own time. Tlure aie many at the head of 
affairs even now, that a tew yeai-s ago were umler hiding for their 
lives ; and niaiij a man now dines on plate ol silver, that was 
fain to eat his crowdy without a bicker ; and many a high head 
has been brought lull low among us in rs short a space. Scott 
of Scotstarvet’s < Sbiggering State of Scots Statesmen,’ of which 
curious memoir you slicwed me a mami&cript, has been out- 
staggered in our time.” 

The Lord Keeper answered with a deep sigh, “tliat these 
mutations were no new sights in Scotland, and hail been witnessed 
lung before the time of the satirical antlior he had quoted. It 
was many a long year,” he said, “sineo Fordiin had qiiottil as an 
ancient proverb, * JVeqae dives, neque fortis, sed uec >>aj)iens 
iicotys, •proedviHinante tnvidia, dm durabi^ in terra. 

“ And bo assured, my esteemed friend,” was the answer, “ that 
even your long services to the stite, or deep legal knowledge, 
will not 8a\o you, or render your estate stable, if the Marqms of 

A comes in with a party in the British Parliament. You 

know tliat tlie deceased Lord Ravenswood was his no'ir ally, his 
lady being fifth in descent from the Kmglit of Tilhbardme ; and I 
am well assured that he will take >ouiig tlavenswood by the liaiud, 
and be his ver} good lord and kiiismuii. W hy should be not \ 
— The Master is an active and stu’rmg young follow, able to help 
himself witli tongue and hands ; and it is such as he that finds 
friends among their kindred, and not those unarmed and unable 
Mephiboshetlis, that are sure fii be a burden to every one that 
takes them up. And so, if these Ravenswood cases be called 
over the coals in the House of Peers, you will find that tJie 
^lavquis will have a crow t<» pluck with you.” 

“ Tliat would be an evil requital,” said the Lord Keeper, “ for 
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my long services to the state, and the ancient respect in which I 
have held his lordship’s honourable family and person.” 

“ Ay, but,” rejoined the agent of the Marquis, “ it is in vain to 
look back ou past service and auld respect, my lord — it will be 
present service and immediate proofs of regard, which, in these 
shddery times, will be expected by a man like the Marquis.” 

The Lord Keeper now saw the full drift of his friend’s argu- 
ment, but he was too cautious to I'cturn any positive answer. 

“ He knew not,” he said, “ the service which the Lord Mar- 
quis could expect fro.ii one of his limited abilities, that had not 
always stood at his command, still saving and reserving his duty 
to his king and countr\ ” 

Having thus said nothing, while he seemed to say every thing, 
for the exception was calculated to cover whatever he might 
afterwards thuik proper to bring under it, Sir William Ashton 
changed tlie conversation, nor did he again permit the same topic 
to be introduced. His guest departed, without having brought 
the wily old statesman the length of committing himself, or of 
pledguig himself to any future lino of conduct, but with tlie 
certainty that he had alarmed his fears in a most sensible point, 
and laid a foundation for future and farther treaty. 

When he rendered an account of Ins negotiation to the Marquis, 
they both agreed that the Keeper ought not to be permitted to 
relapse into security, and that he should be plied with new sub- 
jects of alarm, especially during the absence of his lady. They 
were well aware that her proud, vindictive, and predominating 
spirit, would bo likely to supply him with the courage in which he 
was deficient — that she was immovably attached to the party 
now in power, with whom she maintained a close correspondence 
and alliance, and that she hated, without fearing, the Raveiis- 
wood family, (whose more ancient dignity threv,' discreiht on the 
newly acquired grandeur of her husband,) to such a ih gree, tliat 
she would have periled the interest of Ik r own house, ' > have the 
prospect of altogether crushing that of l;er enemy. 

But Lady Ashton was now absent. The business which had 
long detained her in Edinburgh, had afterwards induced her to 
travel to London, not without die hope that she might contribute 
her share to disconcert the intrigues of the Marquis at court ; for 
she stood high in favour with the celebrated Sarah, Duchess of 
Marlborough, to whom, in point of character, she bore consider- 
able reseiublancek It was necessary to press her husband hard 
before her return ; and, as a preparatory step, the Marquis wrote 
to the Master of j^veuswood the letter which we rehearsed in a 
former chapter. It was cautiously worded, so as to leave it in 
the power of the writer hereafter to take as deep, or as slight an 
interest in the fortunes of his kinsman, as the progress of his own 
schemes might require. But however unwilling, as a statesman, 
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the Marquis might be to commit himself, or assume the cliaractcr 
of a patron, while he had nothing to give away, it must be said to 
his honour, tliat he felt a strong inclination effectually to beineud 
the Master of Havenswood, as well as to use his name as a means 
of alarming the terrors of the Lord Keeper. 

As the messenger who earned this letter was to pass near the 
house of die Lord Keeper, ho had it in direction, that in die 
village adjoining to the park-gate of the castle, his horse should 
lose a shoe, and that, while it was replaced by die smith of the 
place, ho should express the utmost regret for the necessary loss 
of time, and in the velienieiico of his inqiatiencc, give it to be 
understood, that ho was bearing a message from the Marquis of 

A to the Master of Havenswood, upon a matter of lite and 

death. 

’This news, with exaggerations, was speedily carried from various 
quarters to the ears of the Lord Keeper, aud each reporter dwelt 
upon the extreme impatience of the courier, and die surprising 
short time m wliieli lie had executed Jiis journey. The anxious 
statesman heard m silence ; but m private Lockhard received 
orders to watch the courier on Ins return, to waylay him in the 
vdlage, to ply him with liquor if possible, and to use all means, 
fair or foul, to learn the contents of the letter of which he was the 
bearer. But as this plot bad been foreseen, the messenger 
returned by a different and distant road, and thus escaped the 
snare tliat was laid for him. 

After ho had been in vain expected for some time, Mr 
Dingwall had orders to make e.spccial inquiry among his clients 
of Wolf’s-hope, whether such a domestic belonging to the Mar- 
quis of A had actually arrived at the neighbouring castie. 

This was easily ascertained ; for Caleb bad been m die village one 
morning by five o’clock, to ‘‘ borrow twa cliappuis of ale and a 
kipper” for the messenger’s refreshment, and the poor fellow had 
boon ill for twenty-four hours at Luckie Sma’trasli’s, m con 
sequence of dining upon ‘‘ saut saumon and sour drink.” So that 
the existence of a correspondence betwixt the Marquis and liis 
distressed kinsman, which Sir Wilham Ashton had sometimes 
treated as a bugbear, was proved beyond the possibility of farther 
doubt 

The alarm of tho Lord Keeper became very serious. Since 
the Claim of Right, the power of appealing from the decisions of 
the civil court to the Kstates of Parliament, which had formerly 
been held incompetent, had in many instances been claimed, and 
in some allowed, and ho had no small reason to apprehend the 
issue, if the English House of Lords should be disposed to act upon 
an appeal from the Muster of Havenswood fur rcmeid m law.” 
U would resolve into an equitable claim, and be decided, perhaps, 
upon the broad principles of justice, which were not quite so 



134 


TALKS OP MY LANDLORD. 


favourable to the Lord Keeper as those of strict law. Besides, 

e ng, though most inaccurately, from courts which he hsid 
elf known in the unhappy times preceding the Scottish 
Union, the Keeper might have too much right to think, that in the 
house to which his lawsuits were to be transferred, the old maxim 
might prevail m Scotland which was too well recognr/ed in former 
times,- — “Shew me the man, and I’ll shew you the law.” The 
high and uiib'.i«S'ed character of English judicial proceedings was 
then little known in St otland ; and the extension of them to that 
country was one of the most valuable advantages which it gained 
by the Union. But thi*- was a blessing which the Lord Keeper, 
who hatl lived under anoiher system, could not have the means 
of foreseeing. Jn the loss of his political consequence, he antici- 
pated the loss of his lawsuit. Meanwhile, every report which 
reached him served to render the succf'ss of the Marquis’s in- 
trigues the more probable, and the Lord Keeper began to think 
it indispensable, that he should look round for some kind of 
protection against the coming storm. The timidity of his temper 
induced him to adopt measures of compromise and conciliation. 
The affair of the wild bull, properly managed, might, he thought, 
be made to facilitate a personal commumeation and reconciliation 
betwixt tlic Master and himself. He would then learn, if possible, 
what his own ideas were of the extent of his rights, and the means 
of enforcing them ; and perhaps matters miglit be brought to a 
compromise, where one party was wealthy, and the other so very 
poor. A reconciliation with Ravenswood was likely to give him an 

opportunity to play Ins own game with the Marquis of A 

“ And besides,’’ said he to himself, “ it will be an act of generosity 
to raise up the heir of this distressed family ; and if he is to be 
warmly and effectually befriended by the new govcrnnicut, who 
knows but ray virtue may prove its own reward ?” 

Thus thought Sir AVilliam Ashton, covering with n unusual 
self-delusion l^js intei-ested views with a hue of virtue ; and 
having attained tins point, his fancy strayed still farther. He 
began to bethink himself, “that if Ravenswood was to have a 
distinguished place of power and trust — and if such a union 
should sopite the heavier part of his unadjusted claims — there 
might be worse mahhes for his daughter Lucy — the Master 
might be reponed against the attainder — Lord Ravenswood was 
an ancient title, and the alliance would, in some measure, legiti- 
mate his own possession of the greater part of the Master’s spoils, 
and make the surrender of the rest a subject of less bitter regret.” 

With these mingled and multifarious plans occupying his head, 
the Lord Keeper availed himself of my Lord Bittlebrains’s re- 
peated invitation to liis residence, and tliuB came within a very 
few miles of Wolf’s Crag. Here he found the lord of the man- 
sion absent, but was eourteoudy received by the lady, who 
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expected her husband’s immediate return. Slie expressed her 
particular delight at seeing Miss Ashton, and appointed the 
hounds to be taken out for the Lord Keeper’s special amusement. 
He readily entered into the proposal, as giving him an oppor- 
tunity to reconnoitre Wolfs Crag, and perhaps to make some 
acquaintance laith the owner, if he should be tempted from his 
desolate mansion by the chase. Lockhard had his orders to 
endeavour on his part to make some acquaintance with tlie 
inmates of the castle, and we Irnve seen how he played his part. 

The accidental storm did more to farther the Lord Keeper’s 
plan of forming a personal acquaintance with young Ravenswood, 
than his most sanguine expectations could have anticipated. His 
fear of tlie young nobleman’s personal restoitmeiit had greatly 
decreased, since he considered him as formidable from his legal 
claims, and the means ho might have of enforcing them. But 
although he thought, not unreasonably, that only desperate cir- 
cumstances drove men on desperate measures, it was not without 
a secret terror, which shook his hcai’t within him, that he first 
felt hims^'lf enclosed within tlio desolate Tower of Wolfs Crag ; 
a place so well fitted, from solitude and strength, to be a scene of 
violence and vengeance. 'Hie stern rt‘ccptioii at first given to 
them by the MasU’r of Jlavcnswood, and the difficulty he telt in 
explaining to that injured nobleman what guests were under tho 
shelter of his roof, did not soothe these alarms ; so tliat when Sir 
William Ashton heard the door of the court-yard shut behind 
him with violence, the words of Alice rung in his cars, “ that he 
had drawn on matters too hardly with so tierce a race as those of 
Ravenswood, and that they would bide their time to be avenged.” 

The subsequent frankness of the Master’s hospitality, as their 
acquaintance increased, abated the ajiprcliensioiis these recol- 
lections were calculated to excite ; and it did not escape Sir 
William ilsliton, tliat it was to Lucy’s grace and beauty he owed 
the change in their host’s behaviour. 

All tliese thoughts thronged upon him when he took possession 
of tho secret chamber. The iron lamp, the unfurnished apart- 
ment, more resembling a pri.son than a place of ordinal y repose, 
the hoarse and ceaseless sound of the waves rushing eg.iiust the 
base of the rock on which the castle was founded, sadilened and 
perplexed his mind. To Ins own successful machinations, the 
ruin of the family had been in a great measure owing, hut bis 
disposition was crafty and not cruel ; so that actually to witness 
the desolation and distress he had himself occasioned, was as 
{lainful to him as it would be to the humane mistress of a family 
to superintend in person the execution of the lambs and poultry 
which are killed by her own directions. At the same time, when 
he thought of the alternative, of restoring to Ravenswood a large 
proportion of his spoils, or of adopting, as an ally and member of 
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his o\m family, the heir of this impoverished house, he felt as tho 
spider may be supposed to do, when his whole web, the intrica- 
cies of wliich had been planned with so much art, is destroyed by 
the chance sweep of a broom. And then, if ho should commit 
himself too far in this matter, it gave rise to a perilous question 
.vhich many a good husband, when under temptation to act as a 
free agent, has asked himself without being able to return a satis- 
factory answer ; What will my wife — what will Lady Ashton 
say V* On the whole, he came at length to the resolution in 
which minds of a weaker cast so often take refuge, flo resolved 
to watch events, to take advantage of circumstances as they 
occurred, and regulate Ins conduct accordingly. In this spirit of 
temporizing policy, he .-.c length composed his mind to rest. 


CHAPTER XVI. 

" A alight note I have nboiit me for joii, for tho delivery of which you must 
escuDO me. It is an offur that fncndslup calls upon me to do, and no way 
offensive to you. since I desire notliiDg but right upon boiii sides ” 

King and no King. 

When Raveiiswood and his guest met in tho morning, the 
gloom of the Master’s spirit had in part returned. He, also, had 
passed a night rather of reflection than of slumber ; and tho 
feelings which he could not but entertain towards Lucy Ashton, 
had to support a severe conflict against those which he had so long 
nourished against her father. To clasp in friendship the hand of 
the enemy of his house, to entertain him under his roof, to 
exchange with him the courtesies and tlie kindness of domestic 
familiarity, was a degradation which his proud spirit could not be 
bent to without a struggle. 

But the ice being once broken, the I ord Keeper w* resolved 
it sliould not have time again to freeze. It had been part of his 
plan to stun and confuse !^venswood’s ideas, by a complicated and 
technical statement of the matters which had been in debate 
betwixt their families, justly thinking that it would be difficult 
for a youth of his age to follow the expositions of a practical 
lawyer, concerning actions of eompt and reckoning, and of multi- 
plepoindings, and adjudications and wadsets, proper and improper, 
and poindings of the ground, aud declarations of the expiry of 
the legal. Thus, thought Sir William, I shall have all tho grace 
of appearing perfectly communicative, while my party will derive 
very little advantage from any thing I may tell him. He therefore 
took Ravenswood aside into tlie deep recess of a window in the 
hall, and resuming the discourse of the preceding evening, ex- 
pressed a hope that his young friend would assume some patience. 
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in order to hear him enter into a minute and explanatory detail 
of those unfortunate circumstances, in whicli his late liunourable 
father had stood at variance with iJie Lord Keeper. Tho Master 
of Ravenswood coloured highly, but was silent ; and tho Lord 
Keeper, though not greatly approving the sudden heightenmg 
of his auditor’s complexion, commenced tlie history of a bond for 
twenty thousand marks, advanced by liia father to the father of 
Allan Lord Ravenswood, and was proceeding to detail the exe- 
cutorial proceedmgs by which this large sum had been rendered 
a debitum fundif when he was interrupted by tho Master. 

“ It is not in this place,” he said, “ that 1 can hear Sir William 
Ashton’s explanation of the matters in question between us. It 
is not here, where iny father died of a broken heart, that I can 
with decency or temper investigate tho cause of his distreas. 1 
might remember that I was a son, and forget the duties of a host. 
A time, hoi\ ever, there must come, when these things shall be dis- 
cussed in a place, and in a presence, where both of us will have 
equal freedom to speak and to hear.” 

“ Any time,” tho Lord Keeper said, “ any place, was alike to 
those who sought nothing but justice. Yet it would seem he was, 
in fairness, untitled to some premonition rc'specting the grounds 
upon which tho Master proposed to nnjuign tho whole train of 
legal proceedings, which had been so well and ripely advised in 
tlio only courts comi>etent.” ’ 

“Sir William Ashton,” answered the Master, with warmtli, 
“ the lands which you now occupy were granted to my remote 
ancestor for services douo with his swoid against the English 
invaders. How thej have glided from us by a tmiii of pro- 
ceedings tliat seem to be neither sale, nor mortgage, nor adjudica- 
tion for debt, but a uondescnpl and entaugled mixture of all 
these rights—how aunualrent has been accumulated upon prin- 
cipal, and no nook or coign of legal advantage left unoccupied, 
until our interest m our hereditary property seems to have 
melted away like an icicle in tliaw — all this you understand 
better than I do. I am willing, however, to suppose, from tlie 
frankness of your conduct towards me, that 1 may m a great 
measure have niistakea your personal cliaractcr, and that things 
may have appeared right and fitting to you, a skilful and prac- 
tised lawyer, which to my iguoraut understanding seem very 
httle short of injustice and gross oppression.” 

“And you, my dear Master,” answered Sir William, “you, 
permit me to say, have been equally misrepresented to me. 1 
was taught to believe you a fierce, iuipenous, hot-headed youth, 
ready, at the slightest provocation, to throw your sword into the 
scales of justice, and to appeal to those rude and forcible meaimres 
from which civil polity has long protected the people of Scotland. 
Then, smee we were mutually mistaken in each other, why should 
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not the young nobleman be willing to listen to the old lawyer, whilO) 
at least, ho explains the points of difference bettvixt them 1” 

** No, my lord,” answered llavenswood j “it is in the house of 
British Peers,* whose honour must be equal to their rank — it is 
in the court of last resort tliat we must parley together. The 
belted lords of Britain, her ancient peers, must decide, if it is tlieir 
will that a house, not the least noble of their members, shall be 
stripped of their possessions, the reward of the patriotism of gene- 
rations, as tlio pawn of a wretched mechanic becomes forfeit to the 
usurer the instant the hour of redemption has passed away. If 
they yield to the gra'-ping severity of the creditor, and to the 
gnawing usury that eats nto our lands as moths into a raiment, 
it will 1 m‘ of more evil consequence to them and their posterity 
tlian to Kdgar Ravousvvood — I shall still have my sword and my 
cloak, and can follow tlie profession of arms wherever a trumpet 
shall sound.” 

As he pronounced these words, in a firm yet melancholy tone, 
he raised his eyes, and suddenly encountered those of Lucy Ashton, 
who had stolen unawares on their interview, and observed her 
looks fastened on them with an expression of enthusiastic interest 
and admiration, which had wrapt her for a moment beyond the 
fear of discovery. The noble form and fine features of Ravens- 
wood, fired with tlie pride of birth and sense of internal dignity 
— the mellow and’expressive tones of his voice, the desolate state 
of his fortunes, and the indifference with which he 8t*emod to 
endure and to dare the worst that might befall, rendered him a 
dangerous object of contemplation for a maiden already too much 
disposed to dwell upon recollections connected with him. When 
their eyes encountered each other, both blushed deeply, conscious 
of some strong internal emotion, and shunned again to meet each 
other’s looks. 

Sir William Ashton had, of course, closely watched the expres- 
sion of their countenances. “ I need fear,” said he .iitemally, 
“neither Parliament nor protestation ; 1 have an effectual mode 
of reconciling myself with this hot-tempered young fellow, in 
case he shall become formidable. The present object is, at all 
events, to avoid committing ourselves. The hook is fixed ; we will 
not strain the line too soon — it is as well to reserve the privilege 
of slipping it loose, if we do not find the fish worth landing.” 

In tins selfish and cruel calculation upon tlie supposed attach- 
ment of Ravenswood to Lucy, he was so far from considering 
pain he might give to the former, by thus dallying with his 
affections, that he even did not think upon the risk of involving 
his own ^ughter in the perils of an unfortunate passion ; as if 
her predilection, which could not escape his attention, were like 


• See Note D. Appeal lo Pa» llamas. 
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the flame of a taper, which might be lighted or evtinguished at 
pleasure. But Providence had prepared a dreadful requital for 
this keen observer of human passions, who had spent his life in 
securing advantages to luinsclf by artfully working upon tlie 
passKUis of others. 

Caleb Balderston now came to announce that breakfast was 
prepared ; for in those da} s of substantial feeding, tlie relics of 
the supper amply furnished forth the morning meal. Neither did 
he forget to present to the Lord Keeper, with great reverence, a 
morning-draught in a large pewter cup, garnished with leaves of 
parsley and scurvy-gross, lie craved pardon, of course, for 
having omitted to serve it in the great silver standing cup as 
behoved, being that it was at present in a silversmith’s m Edin- 
burgh, for the purpose of being overlaid with gilt. 

In lidinburgh like enough,” said Ravenswood ; “ but in what 
place, or for wlut purpose, 1 am afraid neither you nor I know.” 

** Aweel !” said Caleb, peevishly, “tliere’s a man standing at 
the gate already this morning ^ — that’s ac thing that 1 ken — Rocs 
your honour ken whether ye will spt'ak wi’ hmi or no 1” 

“ Does he wish to speak with me, Caleb 1” 

“ Less Will no serve him,” said Caleb ; “ but ye had best take 
a visie of him through the wicket before opening the gate — it’s 
no every ane we buld let into this castle.” 

“ What ! do you suppose him to be a messenger come to arrest 
me for debt 1” said Ravenswood. 

“ A messenger arrest your lionour for debt, and in your castle 
of Wolf’s Crag* — Your honour is jesting wi’ auld Caleb tliis 
morning.” However, he whispered in his ear as he followed 
him out, “ I would be loath to do oiiy decent man a prejudice in 
your honour’s gude opinion ; but 1 would tak twa looks o’ that 
chield before I let him within these walls.” 

He was not an ofHcer of the law, however ; being no less a 
person than Captain Craigengclt, with his nose as red as a coin- 
tertable cup of brandy could make it, his laced cocked-bat set a 
little aside upon the top of his black riding periwig, a sword by 
his side, and pistols at his holsters, and his pei'son ari’ayed in a 
riding suit, laid over with tarnished lace, — tlie very niorm of one 
who would sav , Stand, to a true man. 

When the Master had recognised him, he ordered the gates to 
be opened. “ I suppose,” he said, “ Captain Craigengel^ there 
are no such weighty matters betwixt you and me, but may be 
discussed in this place. I have company in the castie at present, 
and the terms upon which we last parted must excuse my asking 
you to make pait of them.” 

Craigengclt, although possessing the very perfection of impu- 
dence, was somewhat abashed by this unfavourable reception. 
** He had no intention,” he said, ** to force himself upon the 
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Master of Ravenswood’s hospitality — he wan in the honourable 
service of bearing a message to him from a friend, otherwise 
the Master of Ravonswood should not have had reason to com- 
plain of this intrusion.” 

“ Let it bo short, sir,” said the Master, “ for that will be the 
beat apology. Who is the gentleman who is so fortunate as to 
have your services as a messenger ?” 

“ My friend Mr Hayston of Bucklaw,” answered Craigengelt, 
with conscious impoitancc, and that confidence which the ac- 
Icnowledged courage of his principal inspiri'd, “ who conceives 
hims(‘lf to have been trt,.ted by you with sometliing much short 
of the respect which he aad reason to demand, and therefore is 
resolved to exact satisfaction. I bring with me,” said he, taking a 
piece of paper out of his pocket, “ the precise length of his sword ; 
and he requests you will meet him, accompanied by a friend, and 
equally armed, at any place within a mile of the castle, when 1 
shall give attendance as umpire, or second, on his behoof.” 

“Satisfaction — and equal .arms !” repeated Ravenswood, who, 
the reader will recollect, had no reason to suppose he had given 
the slightest offence to his late inmate — “upon iny word. Cap- 
tain Craigengelt, eitlior you have mvented the most improbable 
falsehood that ever came into the mind of suth a person, or your 
morning-draught has been somewhat of tlie strongest. What 
could persuade Bucklaw to send me such a message 

“ For that, sir,” replied Craigengelt, “ 1 am desired to refer 
you to what, in duty to my friend, I am to term your inhospitahty 
in excluding him from your house without reasons assigned.” 

“It IS impossible,” replied the Master ; “ he cannot l>e such a 
fool as to interpret actual necessity as an insult Nor do I believe, 
that, knowing my ojniuon ot you, t.'aptaiii, lie would have em- 
ployed the services of so slight and inconsiderable a person as 
yourself upon such au err.ancl, as I n-rtaiiily could -xpect uo 
man of honoui;. to act with you in the office of umpire ” 

“ I slight and inconsiderable !” said Craigengelt, raising his 
voice, and laying bis hand on his cutlass ; “ if it were not that 
the quarrel of my friend craves tlie precedence, and is in de- 
pendence before my own, I would give you to understand 

“ I can understand nothing upon your explanation. Captain 
Craigengelt. Be satisfied of tliat, and oblige me with youp 
departure.” 

“D n !” muttered the bully; “and is this the answer 

which I am to carry back to an honourable message 1” 

“ Tell the laird of Bucklaw,” answered Ravenswood, “if you 
are really sent by him, that when he sends me his cause of 
mevance by a person fitting, to carry such an errand betwixt 
Eim and me, 1 will either explain it or maintain it.” 

“Then, Master, you will at least cause to be returned to 
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Hayston, by my hands, his property which is remaining in your 
possession.” 

" Whatever property Bucklaw may havo left behind him, sir,” 
replied the Master, shall be returned to him by my servant, as 
you do not shew me any credentials from him which entitle you 
to receive it.” 

“ Well, Master,” said Captain Craigengelt, with malice which 
even his fear of the consequences could not suppress, — “you 
have this morning done me an egregious wrong and dislionour, 
but far more to yourself. A castle indeed !” he continued, look- 
ing around him ; “ why, this is worse than a cot/pe-gorffe house, 
where they receive travellers to plunder them of their property.” 

“ You insolent rascal,” said the Master, raising his cane, and 
making a grasp at the Captain’s bridle, “ if you do not depart 
widiout uttering another syllable, T will batooii yon to death.” 

At the motion of tlie Master towards him, the bully turned so 
rapidly round, that with some difficulty he escaped throwing 
down his hoi’se, w’hose hoofs struck fire from the rocky pavement 
in every direction. Recovering him, howc'ver, with the bridle, 
lie pushed for the gate, and rode sharply back again iu the 
du*ection of the village. 

As Ravenswood turned round to leave the court-yard after this 
dialogue, he found that the Lord Keeper had descended from the 
hall, and witnet'od, though at the distance prescribed by polite- 
ness, hiB mtcrvK'w with Craigengelt. 

“ 1 lia\e seen,” said the Lord Keeper, “ that gentleman’s face, 
and at no great distance of time — his name is Craig — Craig — 
honicthing, is it not 1” 

“ Craigengelt is the fellow’s name,” said the Master, “ at least 
that by winch lie passes at present.” 

“ Craig-in-guilt,” said Caleb, punning upon the word craiy, 
which in Scotch signifies throat ; “ if he is Craig-in-guilt just 
now, he is as likely to be Craig-in-peril as ony chield I ever saw 
— tlie loon has woodie written on his very visonomy, .and I wad 
wager twa and a plack that hemp plaits his cravat yet ” 

“ You understand pliysiognomy, good Mr Caleb," said the 
Keeper, smiling ; “ I assure you the gentleman has been near 
such a consummation before now — for I most distinctly recollect, 
that, upon occasion of a journey which I made about a fortnight 
ago to Edinburgh, I saw Mr Craigengelt, or whatever is his name, 
undergo a severe examination before the Privy Council.” 

“ Upon what account 1” said tlio Master of Ravenswood, with 
some interest. 

The question led immediately to a tale which the Lord Keeper 
had been very anxious to introduce, when he could find a graceful 
and fitting opportunity. He took hold of the Master’s arm, and 
led him back towards the hall. “ The answer to your question,” 
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ho said, " though it is a ridiculous business, is only fit for your 
own ear.” 

As they entered the hall, he again took the Master apart into 
one of the recesses of the window, where it will be easily believed 
tliat Miss Ashton did not venture agam to inti'ude upon their 
conference. 


CHAPTER XVII. 

Here 19 a father now, 

Will truck hia dwf^hter for a foreign venture, 

Make her the Btu| to some tinker’d feud, 

(irtiinj} her o’er, ti' e Junali, to the tlslies. 

To appeaso the sea at highest. 

Anoni/mout 

The Lord Keeper opened his discourse with an appearance of 
unconcern, marking, however, very carefully, the effect of his 
communication upon young Ravenswood. 

“ You are aware,” he said, “ my young friend, that suspicion 
is the natural vice of our unsettled times, and exposes the best 
and wisest of us to tlie imposition of artful rascals. If I had been 
disposed to listen to such the other day, or even if I had been the 
wily politician which you h.i>e been taught to believe me, you, 
Master of Ravenswood, instead of being at freedom, and with full 
liberty to solicit and act against me as you please, m defence of 
what you suppose to be your rights, would have been in the 
Castle of Edinburgh, or some other state pnson ; or, if you had 
escaped tiiat destiny, it must have been by flight to a foreign 
country, and at the risk of a seutf;nce of fugitation ” 

“ My Lord Keeper,” said tlie Master, “ 1 think you would not 
jest on such a subject — jet it seems impossible jou can be in 
earnest.” 

“Innocence,” said tlic Lord Keeper, “is also confident and 
sometimes, though very excusably, presumptu lusly so.” 

“ I do not understand,” said Itaveiiswood, how a conscious- 
ness of innocence can be, in any case, accounted presumptuous.” 

“ Imprudent, at least, it may be called,” said Sir William 
Ashton, “ since it is apt to lead us into tlie mistake of supposing 
that sufficiently evident to others, of which, m fact, we are only 
conscious ourselve.s. 1 have known a rogue, for tliis very reason, 
make a better defence than an innocent man could have done in 
the same circumstances of suspicion. Having no consciousness of 
innocence to support him, buch a fellow applies lumself to all the 
advantages which the law will afford him, and sometimes (if his 
counsel be men of talent) succeeds in compelling his judges to 
receive him as iunpeeut. I remember the celebrated cane of Sir 
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Coolie Condiddle, of Condiddle, who was tried for theft under 
trust, of which all the world knew him guilty, and yet was not 
only acquitted, but lived to sit in judgment on honester folk.” 

“ Allow me to beg you will return to the point,” said the 
Master; “you seemed to say tliat I had suffered under some 
suspicion.” 

“Suspicion, Master? — ay, truly — and I can shew you the- 
proofs of it ; if I happen only to have them with me. — Here, 
Lockliard” — His attendant came — “ Fetch me the little private 
mail with the padlocks, that I recommended to your pai'ticular 
charge — d ’ye hear ?” 

“ Yes, my lord.” Lockliard vanislied; and the Keeper con- 
tinued, as if half speaking to himself. 

“ 1 tliiiik the papers are with me — I think so, for as I was to 
be in this country, it was iiatiii’al for me to bring tliem with me. 
I have them, however, at Raveiiswood Castle, that I am sure of 
— so jierhaps you might condeseeiid ” 

Here Lockliard entered, and put the leathern scrutoire, or 
mail-box, into his hands. The Keeper produced one or two 
papers, respecting the information laid before the Privy Council 
conci'rning the riot, as it was termed, at the hiiieral of Allan 
Jjord llaveiiswood, and tlie active share he had himself taken in 
quashing the proceedings against the Master, These documents 
had been selected with care, so as to iii'itate tlie natural curiosity 
of Raveiiswood upon such a subject, without gratifying it, yet to 
shew tliat Sir William Ashton hail acted upon tliat trying occasion 
the part of an advocate and peacemaker betwixt him and the 
jealous authorities of the day. Having lurnished his host witli 
such subjects for examination, the Lord Keeper went to the 
breakfast-table, and entered into light conversation, addressed 
partly to old Caleb, whoso resciitmeiit against the usurper of the 
Castle of llavciivswood began to bo solteucd by his familiarity, and 
partly to his ua ugh ter. 

After peru-'ing these papers, the Master of Raveiiswood re- 
mained lor a ininuto or two with his hand pressed against Ins 
brow, in deep and profound meditation. He then again ran his 
eye hastily over the papers, as if desirous of discovering m them 
some deep purpose, or some mark of fabrication, whu'h had 
escaped him at first perusal. Apparently the second reading 
confirmed the opinion which had pressed upon him at the first, 
for he started from the stone bench on which he was sitting, and 
going to the Lord Keeper, took his hand, and, strongly pressing 
it, asked his pardon repeatedly for the injustice he had done him, 
wbeu it appeared he was experiencing, at his hands, the benefit 
of protection to liis person, and vindication to Ills character. 

The statesman received these acknowledgments at first with 
well-feigncd surprise, and then witli an affectaUoii of frank cor- 
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diality. The teaw began already to start from Lucy’s blue eyes 
at viewing this unexpected and moving scene. To see the Mas- 
ter, late so haughty and reserved, and whom she had always 
supposed the injured person, supplicating her fatlier for forgive- 
ness, was a change at once suprising, flattering, and affecting. 

“ Dry your eyes, Lucy,” said her father ; " why should you 
wce^., because your fatlier, though a lawyer, is discovered to be a 
fair and honourable man t — What have you to thank me for, my 
dear Master,” he continued, addressing Ravenswood, “ that you 
would not have done in my case 1 * Suunt cuique tribuito,’ was the 
Roman justice, and I learned it when I studied Justinian. 
Besides, have ye not overpaid me a tliousand times, m saving the 
life of this dear child ?” 

“ Yes,” answered the Ma. :er, in all the remorse of self-accusa- 
tion; "but the little service / did was an act of mere brutal 
instinct; yoar defence of my cause, when you knew how ill I 
thought of you, and how much 1 was disposed to be your enemy, 
was an act of generous, manly, and considerate wisdom.” 

" Pshaw !” said the Lord Keeper, " each of us acted m his own 
way ; you as a gallant soldier, I as an upright judge and privy- 
councillor. We could not, perhaps, have digged parts — at 
least I should have made a very sorry Tauridor, and you, my 
good Master, though your cause is so excellent, might have 
pleaded it perhaps worse yourself, than 1 who acted for you 
before the council.” 

"My generous friend!” said Ravenswood; — and with that 
brief word, which the Keeper had often lavished upon him, but 
wliich he himself now pronounced for the first time, he gave to 
his feudal enemy the full confidence of a haughty hut honourable 
heart. The Master had been remarked among his contemporaries 
for sense and acuteness, as well as for his reserved, pertinacious, 
and irascible character. IIis prepossessions accordiiigly, however 
obstinate, were of a nature to give way before love and gratitude; 
and the real charms of tlie daughter, joined to the eurposed 
services of tlie father, cancelled in his meni..ry the vows of ven- 
geance wliich lie Hhd taken so deeply on the eve of his father’s 
funeral. But tlicy had been heard and registered in the book of 
fate. 

Caleb was present at this extraordinary scene, and he could 
conceive no other reason for a proceeding so extraordinary than 
an alliance betwixt the houses, and Ravenswood Castle assigned 
for the young lady’s dowry. As for Lucy, when Ravenswood 
uttered the most passionate excuses for his ungrateful negligence, 
she could but smile through her tears, and, as she abandoned her 
hand to him, assure him, in broken accents, of the delight with 
which she beheld the complete reconciliation between her father 
and her deUveren Even the statesman was moved and affected 
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by the fiery, unreserved, and {^nerous self-abandonxnent witli 
which the Master of Ravenswood renounced his feudal enmity, 
and threw himself without hesitation upon his forgiveness. His 
eyes glistened as he looked upon a couple who were obviously 
becoming attached, and who seemed made for each other. He 
thought how high the proud and chivalrous character of Kavens- 
wood might rise under many circumstances, in which he found 
himself “over-crowed,” to use a phrase of Spenser, and kept 
under, by his brief pedigree, and timidity of disposition. Then 
his daughter — his favourite child — his constant playmate — 
seemed formed to live happy in a union with such a commanding 
spirit as Rai enswood ; and even the fine, delicate, fragile form of 
Lucy Ashton seemed to require the support of the Master’s mus 
cular strength and ma.soulinc character. And it was not merely 
during a few minutes that Sir William Ashton looked upon their 
marriage as a probable and even desirable event, for a full hour 
intertfened ere his imagination was crossed by recollection of the 
Master’s poverty, and the sure displeasure of Lady Ashton. It 
is certain, that the very unusual flow of kindly feeling with which 
the Lord Keeper had been thus surprised, was ono of the circum- 
stances which gave much tacit encouragement to tiic attachment 
tietween tlie Master and ins daughter, and led both the lovers 
<listinctly to believe that it was a connection which would be most 
agreeable to him. He himself was supposed to have admitted 
this in effect, when, long after tlie cafastrophe of their love, he 
used to warn his hearers against permitting their feelings to 
obtain an ascendency over their judgment, and affirm, that tlie 
greatest misfortune of his life was owing to a very temporary pre- 
dominance of sensibility over self-interest. It must be owned, if 
such was tlie case, he was long and severely punished for an 
offence of very brief duration. 

After some pause, the Lord Keeper resumed the conversation. 
— “In your surprise at finding me an bonester man than you 
expected, you have lost your curiosity about this Craigengelt, my 
good Master ; and yet your name was brought in, in tlie course of 
that matter too.” 

“ The scoundrel 1” said Ravenswood ; “ iny connection with 
him was of the most temporary nature possible ; and yet I was 
very foolish to hold any communication with him at all. — What 
did ho say of me !” 

“ Enough,” said the Keeper, “ to excite the very loyal terrors 
of some of our sages, who are for proceeding against men on the 
mere grounds of suspicion or mercenary information. — Some 
nonsense about your proposing to enter uito the service of France, 
or of the Pretender, I don ’t recollect which, but which the Mar- 
quis of A f one of your best friends^ and another person, 

VOL. VIII. K 
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whom some call one of your worst and most interested enemies, 
could not, somehow, be brought to listen to.” 

“ I am obliged to my honourable friend, — and yet” — shaking 
the Lord Keeper’s hand — “and yet I am still more obliged to 
my honourable enemy.” 

“ Inimievs amicissimus,** said the Lord Keeper, returning the 
pressure ; “ but this gentleman — this Mr Hayston of Bucklaw — 
I am afraid the poor young man — 1 heard the fellow mention 
his name — is under very bad guidance.” 

“ He is old ennugh to govern himself,” answered the Master. 

“ Old enough, perhaps, but scarce wise enough, if he has chosen 
this fellow for hisjflduj yirhates. Why, he lodged an information 
against him — that is, 8u< h a consequenco might have ensued 
from his examination, had we not looked rather at the character 
of the witness than the tenor of his evidence.” 

“ Mr Hayston of Buckl.aw,” said the Master, “ is, I believe, a 
most honourable man, and capable of nothing that is mean or 
disgraceful.” 

“ Capable of much that is unreasonable, though ; that you must 
needs allow, Master. Death will soon put him in possession of a 
fair estate, if he hath it not already; old Lady Girnington — an 
excellent person, excepting that her inveterate ill-nature rendered 
her intolerable to the whole world — is probably dead by this 
time. Six heirs portioners have successively died to make her 
wealthy. I know tlie estates well ; they march* with my own — 
a noble property.” 

“lam glad of it,” said Ravenswood, “ and should be more so, 
were I confident that Bucklaw would change his company and 
habits with his fortunes. This appearance of Craigengelt, acting 
in the capacity of his friend, is a most vile augury for his future 
respectability.” 

“ He is a bird of evil omen, to be sure,” said the Kee}'er, “and 
croaks of jail and gallows-tree. — But I see Mr Caleb grows 
impatient for our return to breakfast.” 


CHAPTER XVIII. 

Sir, itny at home and take an old man’s cnunsel ; 

Seek not to bask you by a stranger’s tiearth ; 

Our own blue smoke is warmer than their Are ; 

Domestic food is wholesome, though ’tis liomely, 

And foreign dainties poisonous, though tasteful 

The French Courtezan. 

The Master of Ravenswood took an opportunity to leave his 
guests to prepare for their departure, while he himself made the 
* f. e. They are bounded by my own. 
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brief arrangements necessary previous to his absence from Wolf’s 
Crag for a day or two. It was necessary to communicate with 
Caleb on this occasion, and he found tliat faithful servitor in his 
sooty and ruinous den, greatly delighted with the departure of 
their visiters, and computing how long, with good management, 
tlie provisions which had been unexpended might furnish forth 
tho Master’s table. ^ He’s nae belly god, that’s ae blessmg ; and 
Bucklaw’s gane, that could have eaten a horse behind the saddle. 
Cresses or water-purpie, and a bit ait-cake, can serie the Muster 
for breakfast as weel as Caleb. Then for dinner — there’s no 
muckle left on the spulc-bane; it will brander, though — it will 
brander* very well.” 

His triumphant calculations were interrupted by the Master, 
who communicated to him, not without some hesitation, his pur- 
pose to ride with the Lord Keeper as far as Ravenswood Castle 
and to remain there for a day or tw o. 

“ The mercy of Heaven forbid !” said tlie old Rcrving-man, 
turning as pale as the table-cloth which he w'as luldiiig up. 

“ And why, Caleb ?” said liis master, “ why should the mercy 
of Heaven forbid my returning the Lord Keeper’s visit !” 

“ Oh, sir !” replied Caleb — " O Air Kdgar ! I am ^our servant, 
and it ill becomes me to speak — but 1 am an auld servant — have 
served baath your father and gudesire, and mind to have seen 
Lord Randal, yom* great-grandlatlier — but tliat was when I was 
a bairn.” 

" And what of all this, Baldorston ?” said the Master ; “ what 
can it possibly have to do with my paying sumo ordinary civility 
to a neighbour 1” 

“0 Mr Edgar, — tliat is, my lord!” answered tlie butler, 
“ your aiii conscience tells you it isna lor your father’s son to be 
neighbouring wi’ tlio like o’ him — it isna lor tlie credit ol tho 
family. An he were anco come to terms, and to gie ye back your 
aiii, e’en though ye suld honour liis liouse wi’ your alhaiicc, 1 
suldna say na —for tlie young loddy is a winsome sweet creature 
— But keep your ain state wi’ them — I keu the race o’ them 
weel — they will thmk the niair o’ ye.” 

“ Why, now, you go farther than I do, Caleb,” said the 
Master, downing a certain degree of consciousness in a forced 
laugh ; “ you are for marrying me into a family that yi-u will not 
allow me to visit — how ’s this i — and you look os pale as death 
besides.” 

“ O, sir,” repeated Caleb again, “ you w'ould but laugh if I 
tauld it ; but Thomas the Rhymer, whose tongue couldna b« fause, 
spoke the word of your house that will e’en prove ower true if you 
go to Ravenswood tliis day — O, that it should e’er have h^ii 
fulfilled in my time 1” 


•Broil. 
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“ And what is it, Caleb 1” said Ravcnswood, wishing to soothe 
the fears of his old servant. 

Caleb replied, “ he had never repeated the lines to living^ 
mortal — they were told to him by an auld priest that had beqn’ 
confessor to Lord Allan’s father when the family were catholic. 
But mofly a time,” he said, “ I hao soughed thae dark wordT 
ower to mysell, and, well-a-day ! little did I think of their coming 
round this day.” 

" Truce with your nonsense, and let me hear the doggerel 
which has put it into your head,” said the Master, impatiently. 

With a quivering voi le, and a cheek pale with apprehension, 
Caleb faltered out the following lines: — 

When the last Laird < i Itavenswood to Ravcnswood shall ride, 

And woo a dead maiderj to be Ins bride, 

He shall stable Ids steed in the Kelpie's flow, 

And Ins name sliall be lost for eveimoe '** 

“ I know the Kelpie’s flow well enough,” said the Master ; “ T 
suppose, at least, you mean tlie quick-sand betwixt this tower and 
Wolf’s-hope j but why any man in his senses should stable a steed 
there ” 

O, never specr ony thing about that, sir — God forbid wc 
should ken what the prophecy means — but just bide you athame, 
and let the strangers rule to Ravenswood by themselves. We 
have done eneugh for them; and to do mair, would he mair 
against the credit of the family than in its favour.” 

“ Well, Caleb,” said the Master, “ I give you the best possible 
credit for your good advice on this occasion ; but as 1 do not go 
to Bavenswood to seek a bride, dead or alive, I hope I shall 
choose a better stable fur my horse than the Kelpie’s quicksand, 
and especially as I hare always had a porticular dread of it since 
the patrol of dragoons were lost there ten years since. My father 
and I saw them from the tower struggling against the advancing 
tide, and they were lost long before any help could reach them.” 

“ And they deserved it weel, the Bouthom loons!” sau.' Caleb ; 

“ what had they ado capering on our sands, and hindering a 
wheel! honest folk frae bringing on shore a ilrap brandy 1 I hae 
seen them that busy, that 1 wad hoe fired the auld culverin, or 
the demisaker tliat ’s on the south bartizan at them, only 1 was 
feared they might burst in the ganging afiP.” 

Caleb’s brain was now fully engaged with abuse of the English 
soldiery and excisemen, so that his master found no great diffi- 
culty in escaping from him and rejoining his guests. All was 
now ready for their departure ; and one of the Lord Keeper’s 
grooms having saddled the Master’s steed, they mounted in the 
court-yard. 

Caleb had, with much toil, opened the double doors of the out- 
ward gate, and thereat stationed himself, endeavouring, by the 
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reverenUal, and, at the same time, consequential air which he 
assumed, to supply, by his own gaunt, wasted, and thin person, 
t^ie absence of a whole baronial establishment of porters, warders, 
and liveried menials. 

■^lie Keeper returned his deep reverence with a cordial farewell, 
stooping at the same time from his horse, and sliding nito the 
butler’s hand the remuneration, which in those days was always 
given by a departing guest to tho domeHties of the family w'here 
he had been entertained. Lucy smiled on the old man with her 
usual sweetness, bade him adieu, and deposited her guerdon with 
a grace of action, and a gentleness of accent, which could not 
have failed to have won the faithful retainer’s heart, but for 
Thomas the llhjmer, and tho successful lawsuit against his 
master. As it was, he might have adopted the language of the 
Duke, in As you Like it — 

“ Thou Hoiihlst have better nlcaaed nic with this deed, 

If thou hadat told uie of aiiuther fatlar ’* 

Ravenswood was at the lady’s bridle-rein, encouraging her 
timidity, and guiding her horse carefully down the rocky path 
which led to the moor, when one of the servants announced trom 
the rear that Caleb was calling loudly alter them, debinug to 
speak with his master. Ravenswood tclt it would look singular 
to neglect this summons, although inwardly ( iirsing Caleb tor his 
impertinent officiousness ; therefore he was compelled to relin- 
quish to Mr Lockhard tho agreeable duty m wliieli he was engaged, 
and to ride back to the gate of tlie court- \ard. Here he was 
beginning, somewhat peevishly, to ask Caleb the cause of his 
clamour, when tlie good old man exclaimed, Whisht, sir ! whisht, 
and let me speak ju.st ae word that 1 couldna say afore folk — 
there”— (putting into his lord’s hand the inouey he had just 
received) — ‘‘ there’s three gowd pieces — end ye’ll want siller 
upby yonder— But stay, whisht now !” — lor tlie Master was 
beginning to txclaim against this transference — “never say a 
word, but just see to get them changed in the first town ye ride 
through, for they are bran new frae the mint, and keuspeckle a 
wee bit.” 

“ You forget, Caleb,” said his master, striving to force back the 
money on his servant, and extricate the bridle from his hold — 

“ You forget that 1 have some gold pieces left of ray own. Keep 
tiiese to yourself, my old friend ; and, once more, good day to 
you. I assure you 1 have plenty. You know you have managed 
that our living should cost us httle or nothing.” 

“ Aweel, said Caleb, “ these will serve for you another time ; 
but see ye hae enough, for, doubtless, fur tlic credit of the family, 
there maun be some civility to the servants, and ye maun hae 
something to mak a show with when they say, Master, will you 
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bet a broad piece ? Then ye maun tak out your purse, and say, I 
carena if 1 do ; and tak care no to agree on the articles of the 
wager, and just put up your purse again, and- 

“ This is mtolerable, Caleb — I really must be gone.” 

“ And you will go, then 1” said Caleb, loosening hia hold upon 
the Master’s cloak, and changing his didactics into a pathetic and 
mournful tone — “ And you vsUl go, for a’ I have told you about 
the prophecy, and the dead bride, and the Kelpie’s quicksand 
Aweel ! a wilful man maun hae his way — ho that will to Cupar 
maun to Cupar. But pity of your life, sir, if yc be fowling or 
shooting in the Park — beware of drinking at the Mermaiden’s 

well He ’sgane ! ho ’s down the path, arrow-flight after her ! 

— The head is as clean <acn aff the Itavenswood family this day, 
as I wad chap the head aff a sybo •” 

The old butler looked long aft**r his master, often clearing away 
the dew as it rose to his eyes, that he might, as long as possible, 
distinguish his stately form from those of the other horsemen. 
“ Close to her bridle-rein — ay, close to her bridle-rein ! — Wisely 
saith the holy man, ‘ By this also yon may know tliat woman 
hath dominion over all men — and without this lass would not 
our ruin have been a’tliegither fulfilled. ’ 

With a heart fraught with such sad auguries did Caleb return to 
his necessary duties at Wolfs Crag, as soon as he could no longer 
distinguish the object of his anxiety among the group of riders, 
which diminished in the distance. 

In the meantime the party pursued their route joyfully. 
Having once taken his resolution, the Master of Kavenswood was 
not of a character to hesitate or pause upon it. He abandoned 
himself to the pleasure he felt in Mias Ashton’s company, and 
displayed an assiduous gallantry, which approached as nearly to 
gaiety as the temper of his mind and state of his family permitted. 
The Lord Keeper was miicli struck with his depUi of cbscrvatioii, 
and the unusual improvement which ho had derived from his 
studies. Of these aceuraplishraeiits Sir WiUiam AshU I’s profes- 
sion and habits of society rendered him an excellent judge ; and 
he well know how to appreciate a quality to which ho himself was 
a total stranger, — the brief and decided dauiitlessness of tlio 
Master of Ravenswood’s disposition, who seemed equally a stran- 
ger to doubt and to fear. In his heart the Lord Keeper rejoiced 
at liaving conciliated an adversary so formidable, while, with a 
mixture of pleasure and anxiety, ho anticipated tlio great things 
hia 3 oung companion might achieve, were the breath of court- 
favour to fill his sails. 

** What could she desire,” he thought, his mind always conjur- 
injj up opposition in the person of Lady Ashton to his now pre- 
vailing wish — “ Wliat could a woman desire in a match, more 
than the sopiting of a very dangerous claim, and the alliance of 
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a son-in-law, noble, brave, well-gifted, and highly connected — 
sure to float whenever the tide sets his way — strong, exactly 
where we arc weak, in pedigree and in the temper of a swords- 
man 1 — Sure no reasonable woman would hesitate, — But, alas !’* 
— Here his argument was stopped by the consciousness that Lady 
Ashton was not always reasonable, in his sense of the word. “ To 
prefer some clownish Mersc laird to the gallant young nobleman, 
and to the secure possession of Ravenswood upon terms of easy 
compromise — it would be tlie act of a mad- woman 1” 

Thus pondered the veteran politician, until they reached Bittlc- 
brains’ House, where it had been previously settied they were to 
dine and repose themselves, and prosecute tlieir journey in the 
afternoon. 

They were received with an excess of hospitality ; and the most 
marked attention was offered to the Master of Ravenswood, in 
particular, by their noble entertainers. The truth was, that Lord 
Bittlcbrains had obtained his jiccrage by a good deal of plausibi- 
lity, an art of building up a character for w'lsdom upon a very 
trite style of commonplace eloquence, a steady observation of the 
changes of the times, and the power of rendering certain political 
services to those who could best reward them. His lady and he 
not feeling quite easy under their new honours, to which use had 
not adapted their feelings, were very desirous to procure the 
fraternal countenance of those who were bom denizens of the 
regions into which they had been exalted f^om a lower sphere. 
The extreme attention which they paid to the Master of Ravens- 
wood, had its usual effect in exalting his importance in the eyes 
of the Lord Keeper, who, although ho had a reasonable degree of 
contempt for Lord Bittlebrains’ general parts, entertained a high 
opinion of the acuteness of his judgment in all matters of self- 
interest. 

“ I wish Lady Ashton had seen this,” was his internal reflec- 
tion ; “ no man knows so well as Bittlebrains on which side his 
bread is buttered ; and he fawns on the Master like a beggar’s 
messan on a cook. And my lady, too, bringing forward her 
beetle-browed misses to skirl and play upon the virginals, as if 
she said, pick and choose. They are no more com])arable to 
Lucy than an owl is to a cygnet, and so they may carry their 
black brows to a farther market.” 

The entertainment being ended, our travellers, who had still to 
measure the longest pai’t of their journey, resumed their horses ; 
and after the Lord Keeper, the Master, and the domestics, had 
drunk doch-an-dorroch, or the stirrup-cup, in the liquors adapted 
to tlieir various ranks, the cavalcade resumed its progress. 

It was dark by the time they entered the avenue of Ravenswood 
Castle, a long straight line leading directly to the front of the 
house, flanked with huge elm-trees, which sighed to the night- 
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wind, as if they compassionated the heir of their ancient proprie* 
tors, who now returned to their shades in the society, and almost 
in the retinue, of their new master. Some feelings of the same 
kind oppressed the mind of tlic Master himself. He gradually 
became silent, and dropped a little behind the lady, at whose 
bridle-rein he had hitherto waited with such devotion. He well 
locollected the period, when, at the same hour m the evening, he 
had accompanied^his father, as that nobleman left, never again to 
return to it, the mansion from which he derived his name and title. 
The extensive front of the old castle, on which he remembered 
having often looked back, was then “ as black as mourning weed.” 
The same front now glanced with many lights, some throwing far 
forward into the night ,i fixed and stationary blaze, and others 
hurrying from one wind tw to another, intimating the bustle and 
busy preparations preceding their arrival, which had been inti- 
mated by an avant-coiincr. The contrast pressed so strongly 
upon the Master’s heart, as to awaken some of the sterner 
feelings with which ho had been accustomed to regard the new 
lord of Ids paternal domain, and to impress his countenance with 
an air of severe ^avity, when, alighted from his horse, he 
stood in the hall iio longer his own, surrounded by the numerous 
menials of its present owner. 

The Lord Keeper, when about to ^velcomo him with the cordia- 
lity which their late intercourse seemed to render proper, became 
aware of the chang9, refrained from his purpose, and only inti- 
mated the ceremony of reception by a deep reverence to his 
guest, seeming thus delicately to share tlie feelings which predo- 
minated on his brow. 

Two upper domestics, bearing each a huge pair of silver candle- 
sticks, now marshalled the company into a large saloon, or with- 
drawing room, where new alterations imprt'ssed upon Ravens- 
wbod the superior wealth of the present mhabitints of 'he castle. 
The mouldering tapestry, which, in his father’s time, had half 
covered the walls of tins stately apartment, and half streu lod from 
them in tatters, had given place to a complete finishing of wain- 
scot, the cornice of which, as well as the frames of the various 
compartments, were ornamented with festoons of flowers and with 
birds, which, though carved in oak, seemed, such was the art of 
the chisel, actually to swell their throats, and flutter their wings. 
Several old family portraits of armed heroes of the house of 
Ravens wood, together with a suit or two of old armour, and some 
military weapons, had given place to those of King William and 
Queen Mary, of Sir l^omas Hope and Lord Stair, two distm- 

S ished Scottish lawyers. The pictures of the Lord Keeper’s 
her and mother were also to be seen ; the latter, sour, slirew- 
iah, and solemn, in her black liood and close pinners, with a book 
of devotion in her hand ; the former, exhibiting beneatli a black 
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Hlk Geneva cowl, or skull-cap, which sate as close to the head as 
if it had been shaven, a pinched, peevish, puritanical set of 
features, terminating in a hungry, reddish, peaked beard, forming 
on the whole a countenance, in the expression of which the hypo- 
crite seemed to contend with the miser and the knave. And it is 
to make room for such scarecrows as these, thought llavonswood, 
that my ancestoi*8 have been torn down from the walls which 
they erected j He looked at them again, and, as he looked, the 
recollection of Lucy Ashton (for she had not oiitenvl the apart- 
ment with them) seemed less lively in his imagination. There 
were also two or three Dutch drolleries, as the pictures of Ostade 
and Teniers were then termed, with one good painting of the 
Italian school. There was, besides, a noble full length of the 
Lord Keeper in his robes of office, placed beside his lady in silk 
and ermine, a haughty beauty, bearing in her looks all the pride 
of the House of Douglas, from which she was descended. The 
painter, notwithstanding Ins skill, overcome by the reality, or, 
jtorhaps, from a suppressed sense of humour, had not been able 
to give the husband on the canvass that air of awful rule and 
right supremacy, which indicates the full pogK^ion of domestic 
authonty. It was obvious, at the first glance, that, despite mace 
and gold frogs, the Lord Keeper was sQUiewhat henpecked. The 
floor of this fine saloon was laid with rich carpets, huge fires 
blazed in the double chimneys, and ten silver sconces, reflecting 
with tlieir bright plates the lights which they supported, made the 
whole seem as brilliant as day. 

“ Would you choose any refreshment. Master said Sir 
William Ashton, not unwilling to break the awkwai’d silence. 

He received no answer, the Master being so busily engaged in 
marking the various oliangos which had taken place in the apart- 
ment, that he hardly heard the J^ord Keeper address him. A 
repetition of tlie offer of refreshment, with the addition, that the 
family meal would be presently ready, compelled his attention, 
and reminded him, that he acted a weak, perhaps even a ridicu- 
lous part, in suffering himself to be overcome by the circumstances 
in which he found liiinself. He compelled himself, therefore, to 
enter into convereatioii with Sir William Ashton, with as much 
appearance of indifference as he could wcU command. 

" Yon will not be surprised. Sir William, that I am interested 
in the changes j on have made for the better in tins apartment. 
In my father’s time, after our misfortunes compelled him to live 
in retirement, it was little used, except by me as a play -room, when 
the weather would not permit me to go abroad. In that recess 
was my little worksliop, where I treasured the few carpenter’s 
tools which old Caleb procured for me, and taught me how to use — - 
there, in yonder corner, under that handsome silver sconce, I kept 
my ii^ng-rods, and hunting poles, bows, and arrows.” 
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“ I have a young hirkie,” said the Lord Keeper, willing to 
change the tone of the conversation, “of much the same turn — 
He is never happy, save when he is in the field — T wonder he is 
not here. — Here, Lockhard — send William Shaw for Mr 
Henry — I suppose he is, as usual, tied to Lucy’s apron string — 
that foolish girl, Master, draws the whole family after her at her 
pleasure.” 

Even this allusion to his daughter, though artfully thrown out, 
did not recall Raven swood from his own topic. 

“ We wore obliged to leave,” he said, “ some armour and por- 
traits in this apartment — may I ask where they have been 
removed to *” 

“ Why,” answered tl o Keeper, with some hesitation, “ the room 
was fitted up in our absi nee — and cedant anna toga>, is the maxim 
of lawyers, you know — I am afraid it has been here somewhat 
too literally complied with. I hope — I believe jjiey are safe — I 
am sure I gave orders — may I hope that when they are re- 
covered, and put ni proper order, you will do mo the honour to 
accept them at my hand, as an atonement for their accidental 
derangement 1” 

The Master of Ravenswood bowed stiffly, and, with folded arms, 
again resumed his survey of the room. 

Heniy, a spoilt boy of fifteen, burst into the room, and ran up 
to his father. “ Think of Inicy, papa ; she has come home so 
cross and so fractious, that she will not go down to the stable to 
see my new pony, that Bob Wilson brought from tlio Mull of 
Galloway.” 

“ I think you were very unreasonable to ask lier,” said the 
Keeper. 

“ Then you are as cross as she is,” answered the boy ; “ but 
when mamma comes home, she ’ll claw up both your mittens.” 

“ Hush your importiiieiice, you little forwai J imp !” said his 
father ; “ where is your tutor ?” 

“ Gone to a wedtling at Dunbar — T ’’opo he ’ll get . haggis to 
his dinner and he began to sing the old Scottish song, 

■' Thero was a haggis in Dunbar, 

Fal de ral, &c. 

Mony butter and few waur, 

Fal de ral, &c. 

“ I am much obliged to Mr Cordery for his attentions,” said 
the Lord Keeper ; “ and pray who has had the cliarge of you while 
1 was away, Mr Henry 

“ Nonnan and Bob Wilson — forhy my own self.” 

“ A groom and a gamekeeper, and your own silly self — proper 
guardians for a young advocate 1 — Why, you will never know 
any statutes but those against shooting red-deer, killing salmon, 
and ” 
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" And speaking of red*gaxne/* said the young scape-grace, 
interrupting lus father witliout scruple or hesitation, ** Norman has 
shot a buck, and 1 shewed the branches ,to Lucy, and she says 
they have but eight tynes ; and she says that you killed a deer 
with Lord Bittlebrains’ hounds, when you were west away, and, 
do you know, she says it had ten tynes — is it true 

“ It may have had twenty, Henry, for what I know ; but if 
you go to that gentleman, he can tell you all about it — Go speak 
to him, Henry — it is the Master of Ravenswood.” 

While they conversed thus, the father and son were standing 
by the fire ; and the Master having walked towards the upper 
end of tlie apartment, stood with his back towards them, appa- 
rently engaged in examining one of the paintings. The boy ran 
up to him, and pulled him by the skirt of the coat with the free- 
dom of a spoilt child, saying, “ I say, sir — if you please to tell 

me ” but when the Master turned round, and Henry saw 

his face, he became suddenly and totally ihsconcerted — walked 
two or three steps backward, and still gazed on Havens wood 
with an air of fear and wonder, winch had totally banislied from 
his features their usual oxpreasion of pert vivacity. 

" Come to me, young gentleman,” said tlie Master, “ and I 
will tell } ou all 1 know about the hunt.” 

“ Go to the gentleman, Henry,” said his father ; “ you are not 
used to be so shy.” 

But neither invitation nor exhortation had any effect on the 
boy. On tlie contrary, he turned round as soon as he had com- 
pleted his survey of the Master, and walking as cautiously as if 
he had been treading upon eggs, he glided back to his father, 
and pressed as close to him as possible. R 2 ,venswood, to avoid 
hearing the dispute betwixt tlie father and the over-indulged 
boy, thought it most polite to turn his face once more towaj^ 
the pictures, and pay no attention to what they said. 

“ Why do you not .speak to the Master, you little fool I” said 
tlie Lord Keeper. 

“ I am afraid,” said Henry, in a very low tone of voice. 

" Afraid, }'Ou goose !” said lus father, giving him a slight shake 
by the collar, — “ What makes you afraid 

« Wliat makes him so like the picture of Sir Malise Ravens- 
wood, then 1” said the boy, whispering. 

“ What picture, you natural 1” said his father. “ I used to 
think you only a scape-grace, but 1 believe you will turn out a 
born idiot.” 

“ I tell you it is the picture of old Mali.se of Ravenswood, and 
he is as like it as if he had loupen out of the canvass ; and it is 
up in the old Baron’s hall that the maids launder the clothes in, 
and it has armour, and not a coat hke the gentleman — and he 
has not a beard and wliiskers hke the picture — and it has another 
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kind of thing about the throat, and no band-strings as he has — 
and ” 

“ And why should not the gentleman be like Ins ancestor, you 
silly boy ?” said the Lord Keeper. 

“ Ay ; but if he is come to chase us all out of the castle,” said 
the boy, “ and has twenty men at his back in disguise — and is 
ome to say, with a hollow voice, I bide my time — and is to kill 
you on the heiu'th as Mahso did the other man, and whose blood 
is still to be seen 

“ Hush ' nonsense !” said the Lord Keeper, not himself much 
pleased to hciu* these disagreeable coincidences forced on his 
notice. — “ Master, here comes Loekliard to say supper is served.” 

And, at the same insiiint, Lucy entered .it another door, having 
changed her dress sincu her return. The exquisite feminine 
beauty of her countenance, now shaded only by a profusion of 
sunny tresses ; the sylph-like form disencumbered of her heavy 
riding-skirt, and nniiitled m azure silk ; the grace of her manner 
and of her smile, cleared, with a celerity which surprised the 
Master himself, all the gloomy and unfavourable thoughts which 
had for some time overclouded his fancy. In tliosc features, so 
simply sweet, he could tnace no alliance with the pinched visage 
of the peak-bearded, black-capped puritan, or his starched 
withered spouse, with the craft expressed m the Lord Keeper’s 
countenance, or the haughtiness which predominated in that of 
his lady ; and, while he gazed on Lucy Ashton, she seemed to be 
an angel descended on earth, unalhed to the coarser mortals 
among whom she deigned to dwell for a se.ason. Such is the 
power of beauty over a youthful and enthusiastic fancy. 


CHAPTER XIX. 

I do too HI :n this, 

And must not think but tliat a pan nt’s plaint 
Will move the heavens to pour tort! misery 
Upon the head of disobedieney 
Yet reason tells us, parents are o’tiscen. 

When with too strict a rein they do hold in 
Tlieir child’s att'ction, and coiitiol tliat love, 

W Inch the high powers divine in^iro them with 

Tht Hog hath lost his Pearl. 

The feast of Ravenswood Castle was as remarkable for its 
profusion, as that of Wolf’s Crag had been for its ill-veiled 
penury. The Lord Keeper might feel internal pride at the con- 
trast, but he had too much tact to suffer it to appear. On the 
contrary, he seemed to remember with pleasure what ho called 
Mr Balderston’s bachelor’s meal, and to be rather disgusted than 
pleased with the display upon his own groaning board. 
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« We do these things,” he said, "because others do them — 
but I was bred a plain man at my father’s frugal table, and I 
should like well would my wife and family permit me to return 
to my sowens and my poor-inan-of-mutton.” * 

This was a httle overstretched. The Master only answered, 
" That different ranks — I mean,” said he, correcting himself, 
“ different degrees of wealth require a different stylo of house* 
keeping.” 

This dry remark put a stop to farther conversation on the 
subject, nor is it necessary to record that which w'as substituted 
m its place. The evening was spent with freeiloni, and even 
cordiality ; and Henry had so far overcome his first apprehen- 
sions, that he had settled a party for coursing a stag with the 
representative and liiiiig reseniblaneo of grim Sir Maliso of 
Ravensw'ood, called the Revenger. The next morning was tho 
appointed time. It rose upon active sportsmen and successful 
sport. The banquet eaiiic iii coui*se ; ami a pressing invitation 
to tarry yet another day w'as given and accepted. This Havens- 
wood had resolved should lie the last of his stay ; but he recol- 
lected he had not yet visited the ancient and devoted servant of 
Ills house, old Alice, and it was but kind to dedicate one morning 
to the gratification of so ancient an adherent. 

To visit Alice, therefore, a daj was devoted, and Lucy was tho 
Master's guide upon tho way. Henry, it is true, accompanied 
them, and took from their walk the air of a tCte-d-ttte, while, in 
reality, it was little else, coiisidcrmg the variety of circumstances 
whicli ocoum'd to prevent the boy from giving the least attention 
to what jiassed between his companions. Now a rook settled on 
a branch witliin shot — anon a hare crossed their path, and 
Henry and his greyhound w'cnt astray in pursuit of it — then he 
had to hold a long conversation wutfi tho forester, which detained 
him a while behind his companions — and again he went to 
examine the earth of a badger, wdiich carried him on a good way 
before them. 

The conversation betwixt tho Master and his sister, mean- 
while, took an interesting, and almost a confidential turn. She 
could not help mentioning her sense of the pain he must feel m 
visiting scenes so well known to him, bearing now an aspect so 
different ; and so gently was her sympathy expressed, that 
Ravenswood felt it for a moment as a full requital of all his 
misfortunes. Some such sentiment escaped him, which Lucy 
heard with more of confusion than displeasure ; and she may he 
forgiven the imprudence of listening to such language, consider- 
ing that the situation in which she was placed by her father 
seemed to authorize Ravenswood to use it. Yet ^e made an 


* See Note E, Poor-Man-of-Mution. 
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effort to turn the conversation, and she succeeded; for the 
Master also had advanced farther than he intended, and liis 
conscience had instantly checked him when he found himself on 
the verge of speaking of love to the daughter of Sir William 
Ashton. 

They now approached the hut of old Alice, which had of late 
been rendered more comfortable, and presented an appearance 
less picturesque, perhaps, but far neater tlian before. The old 
woman was on her accustomed seat beneatli the weeping birch, 
basking, with the listless enjoyment of age and infirmity, in the 
beams of the autumn sun. At the arrival of her visiters she 
turned her head toward them. “ 1 hear your step, Mi&s Ashton,” 
she said, "but the gent*. man who attends }uu is not my lord, 
your father.” 

" And why should you think so, Alice said Lucy ; " or how is 
it possible for you to judge so accurately by the sound of a step, 
on this firm earth, aud in the open air t” 

" My hearing, my cliihl, lias been sharpened by my blindness, 
and I can now draw conclusions from the slightest sounds, wliich 
formerly reached my ears as unheeded as tlicy now approach yours. 
Necessity is a stern, but an excellent schoolmistress, and she 
that has lost her sight must collect her information from other 
sources.” 

" Well, you hear a man’s step, I grant it,” said Lucy ; " but 
why, Alice, may it not be my father's ?” 

" The pace of age, my love, is timid and cautious — the foot 
takes leave of the earth slowly, and is planted down upon it with 
hesitation ; it is the hasty and determined step of youth that 1 
now hear, and • — could I give credit to so strange a thought — 1 
should say it was the step of a Ravonswood.” 

" This is indeed,” said Ravenswood, " an acuteness of organ 
which I could not have credited had I not witueased it. — I am 
indeed the Master of Ravenswood, Ahcc — the son rf your old 
master.” 

" You !” said the old woman, witli almost a scream of surprise 
— “you the Master of Ravenswood — here — in this place, and 
thus accompanied f — I cannot believe it — Let mo pass my old 
band over your face, tliat my touch may boar witness to my 
ears.” 

The Master sate down beside her on the eai’then bank, and 
permitted her to touch his features with her trembling hand. 

" It is indeed 1” she said, “ it is the features as well as the 
voice of Ravenswood — the high Imes of pnde, as well as the bold 
and haughty tone. — But what do you here. Master of Ravens- 
wood 1 — what do you in your enemy’s domain, and in company 
with his child 1” 

As old Alice spoke, her face kindled, as probably that of an 
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ancient feudal vassal might have done, in whose presence his 
youtliful liege-lord had shewed some symptom of degenerating 
from tlie spirit of his ancestors. 

“ Tho Master of Ravenswood,” said Lucy, who liked not the 
tone of this expostulation, and was desirous to abridge it, “ is 
upon a visit to my father.” 

Indeed !” said tlie old bh‘nd woman, in an accent of surprise. 

** I knew,” continued Lucy, ** 1 should do him a pleasure by 
conducting liim to your cottage.” 

“Where, to say the truth, Alice,” said llavenswood, “I 
expected a more cordial reception.” 

“ It 18 most wonderful !” said tho old woman, muttering to 
herself ; “ but the ways of Heaven are not hko our ways, and its 
judgments arc brought about by means far beyond our fathom- 
ing. — Hearken, young man,” slie said; “your fathers w'ere 
implacable, but they were- honourable foes ; they sought not to 
rum their enemies under the mask of hospitahty. What have 
you to do with Lucy Ashtou ^ — why should your steps move in 
the same footpath with hei-s ? — why should your voice sound in 
the same chord and time with those of Sir William Ashton’s 
daughter ? — Young man, ho who aims at revenge by disliunour- 
able means ” 

“ Be silent, woman 1” said Ravenswood, sternly ; “ is it tho 
devil that prompts your voice ? — Know tliat this young lady has 
not on eartli a friend, who would venture farther to save her 
from injury or fiiim insult.” 

“ And is it even so 1” said the old woman, in an altered but 
melancholy tone — “ Then God help you both !” 

“ Amen ! Alice,” said Lucy, who had not comprehended the 
import of what the blind woman had hinted, “ and .send you your 
senses, Alice, nnd your good-humour. If you hold tins myste- 
rious language, instead of welcoming your triends, tliey will think 
of you as other people do.” 

“ And how do other people think ?” said Ravenswood, for he 
also began to believe the old woman spoke with incoherence. 

“They think,” said Henry Ashton, who came up at that 
moment, and whispered into Ravenswood’s ear, “ that, she is a 
witch, that should nave been burned w ith them that suffered at 
Haddington.” 

“ What is that you say !” said Alice, turning towards the boy, 
her sightless visage inflamed with passion ; “ that 1 am a witch, 
and ought to have suffered with the helpless old wretches who 
were murdered at Haddington I” 

“ Hear to that now,” again whispered Henry, “ and me whis- 
pering lower than a wren cheeps ?” 

“ If the usurer, and tho oppressor, and the grinder of tlie poor 
man’s face, and the remover of ancient laud-marks, and the 
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subverter of ancient houses, were at the same stake with me, I 
could say, light tlio fire, in God's name !” 

“ This is <&eadful,” said Lucy ; “ I have never seen the poor 
deserted woman in this state of mind ; but age and poverty can 
ill bear reproach. — Come, Henry, we will leave her for the pre- 
sent — she wishes to speak with the Master alone. Wo will walk 
homeward, and rest us,” she added, looking at Raveiiswood, " by 
the Mermaiden’s Well.” 

“And Alice,” said the boy, “if you know of any hare that 
comes through among the deer and makes them drop their 
calves out of season, you may tell her, with my compliments to 
command, that if Norutaii has not gut a silver bullet ready for 
her, J ’ll lend him one o my doublet-buttons on purpose,” 

Alice made no answer till she was aware that the sister and 
brother were out of hearing. She then said to Kavenswood, 
“ And you, too, are angry with me for my love? — it is just tliat 
strangers should be offended, but you, too, are angry !” 

“ I am not angry, Alice,” said the Master, “ only surjirised 
tliat you, whose good sense I have heard so often praised, shogld 
give way to offensive and unfounded suspicions.” 

“ Offensive 1” .said Alice — “ Ay, truth is ever offensive — but, 
surely, not unfounded.” 

“ I tell you, dame, most groundless,” replied Ravenswood. 

“ Then the world has changed its wont, and tJie llavenswoods 
their hereditary temper, and the eyes of old Alice’s understanding 
are yet more blind than those of her coiuitenaiicc. When did a 
Kavenswood sfiek the house of his enemy, but witli the purpose 
of revenge 1 — and hither are you come, Edgar Ravenswood, 
either in fatal anger, or iii still more fatal love.” 

“ In neither,” said Ravenswood, “ 1 give you mine honour — 1 
mean, I assure you.” 

Alice could not six; his blushing cheek, but she noticed his 
hesitation, and that he retracted the pledge which he ^ emed at 
first disposed to attach to his denial. 

“ It is so, thdh,” she said, “and therefire she is to tarry by the 
Mcrmaiden’s Well I Often lias it been called a place fatal to the 
race of Ravenswood — often has it proved so — but never was it 
likely to verify old sayings as much as on tins day.” 

“ You drive me to madness, Alice,” said Ravenswood; “you 
are more silly and more superstitious than old Balderston. Are 
you such a wretched Christian as to >^uppoBe 1 would in the 
present day levy war against the Ashton family, as was the san- 
guinary custom in elder times ? or do you suppose me so foolish, 
tiiat 1 cannot walk by a young lady’s side without plunging 
headlong in love with her ?” 

“ My thoughts,” replied Alice, “ are my own ; and if my mor- 
tal og^t is closed to objects present with me, it may be 1 can look 
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with more steadiness into future events. Are you prepared to 
sit lowest at the hoard which was once your father’s own, unwil- 
lingly, as a connection and ally of his proud successor 1 — Are you 
ready to live on his bounty — to follow him in the bypaths of 
intrigue and chicane, which none can better point out to you — 
to gnaw the bones of his prey when he has devoured the sub- 
stance ? — Can you say as Sir William Ashton says — think as 
he thinks — vote as he votes, and call your father’s murderer 
your worshipful father-in-law and revered patron I — Master of 
Havcnswood, 1 am the eldest servant of your house, and I would 
rather see you shrouded and cotBnod !” 

The tumult in Ravenswood’s mind was uncommonly great ; she 
struck upon and awakened a chord w'hich he had for some time 
successfully silenced. 1 le strode backw'ards and forwards through 
the little garden with a hasty pace ; and at length cliecking him- 
aelf, and stopping right opposite to Ahcc, he exclaimed, “ Woman! 
on the verge of the grave, dare you urge the son of your master 
to blood and to revenge ?” 

“ God forbid !” said Alice solemnly ; “ aud therefore I would 
have you depart these fatal bounds, whore your love, as well as 
your hatred, threatens sure inischief, or at least disgrace, both to 
yourself and to otliers. I would shield, were it in tlie power of 
this withered hand, the Ashtons from you, aud you from them, 
and both from their ow'n passions. You can have nothing — 
ought to have nothing, in common with tlicm — Begone from 
among them ; and if God has destined vengeance on the oppres- 
sor’s house, do not you ho the instrument.” 

“ I will think on what you liave said, Alice,” said Ilavenswood, 
more composedly. “ 1 believe you mean truly and faithfully by 
me. but you urge the freedom of an ancient domestic somewhat 
too far. But larewcll ; and if Heaven afford mo better means, T 
will not fail to contribute to your comfort.'’ 

Ho attempted to put a piece of gold into her hand, which she 
I’otusod to receive ; and, in tlio shglit struggle attending his wish 
to force it upon her, it tlropped to the earth. 

“ Let it remain an instant on tlic ground,” said Alice, as the 
Master stooped to raise it ; “ and believe me, that piece ol gold is 
an emblem of her whom you love ; she is as precious, 1 grant, 
but you must stoop even to abasement before you can win her. 
For*me, I have as little to do witli gold as with earthly passions ; 
and the best news that the world has in store for mo is, that 
Edgar Raveuswood is uu hundred miles distant from the seat of 
liis ancestors, with tlie determination never again to behold it.” 

“ Alice,” said the Master, who began to think this earnestness 
had some more secret cause than arose from any thing that the 
blmd woman could have gathered from this casual visit, ** 1 have 
heard you praised by my motlier for your sense, Spcuteness, and 
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fidelity ; you arc no fool to start at shadows, or to dread old 
superstitious saws, like (’.ilcb Balderston ; tell me distinctly where 
my danger lies, if you are aware of any which is tending 
towards me. If I know myself, I am free from all such views 
respecting Miss Ashton as you impute to me. I have necessary 
Dusmess to settle with Sir Wilham— that ananged, I shall 
depart; and ivith as little wish, as you may easily believe, to 
return to a place full of mehuicholy subjects of letlection, as you 
have to see me here."’ 

Alice bent her slglilless eyes on the ground, and as for some 
time jilungcd in deep u editation. “ I will spealv the truth,” she 
said at k'ligth, raising ii- her head--“ I will tell you the source 
of my apprehensions, x.liether my candour be for good or tor 
evil - - Lucy Ashton loves you. Lord of llavenswood ! ’ 

“ It IS impossible,” said the Master. 

“ A thoii.s.ind circumstances have proved it to me,” replied the 
blind woman. “ Her thoughts have tiirni'd on no one else since 
you saved her fioni deatli, and that my experienced judgment has 
won from her own conversation. Having told jou this — if yon 
are indeed a gentleman and your father’s sou — ^ou will make it 
a motive for flying from her presence. Her passion will die like 
a lamp, for want of th<it the flame should feed upon ; but, if you 
remain hero, lic'r destruction, or yourb, or that of botli, will be 
the inevitable consequence of her misplaced attachment. T tell 
you this secret unwillingly, but it could not have boi'ii hid long 
from your own observation; and it is better jmi le.irn it from 
mine. Depart, Master of Ilavenswood-->ou have my secret. 
If jou ri’inam an hour undi'v Sir William Ashton’s I’oof without 
the resolution to marry his daughter, you are a villain — if with 
the purpose of allying yourself with him, you are an infatuated 
and predestined fool.” 

So saying, the old blind woman aro^e, assumed her -faff, and, 
tottering to Jier hut, entered it and ••‘•osed the dooi, leaving 
llavenswood taolus own reflections. 


CHAPTER XX. 


Lovelier m her own retired a’lode 

than Naiad by the Bid„ 

Of fJrecmn brook — or Latly of the Mere 
Lone Bitting by tbe shores of old roiiia'ico. 

Wordsworth. 


The meditations of Ravenswood were of a very mixed com- 
plexion. He saw himself at once in the very dilemma which he 
had for some time felt apprehensive he might be placed iu. The 
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pleasure he felt m Lucy’s company had indeed approached to 
lascination, j et it had never altogether bunnounted his intonul 
reluctance to wed with the daughter ot his father’s foe ; and even 
in forgiving Sir William Ashton the injuries which his family had 
received, and giving him credit for the kind intentions he pro- 
fessed to entertain, he could not bring himself to contemplate as 
possible an alliance betwixt their houses. Still he felt that Ahcf* 
spoke truth, and that his honour now required he should take an 
instant leave of Ravenswood C’astle, or become a suitor of Luej 
Ashton. The possibility of being rejected, too, shoulil he make 
ailvaiices to her wealthy and powerful father- — to sue for the hand 
of ail Ashton and be refused — this were a consummation too dis- 
graceful. “1 wish her well,” he said to himself, “and for In r 
sake I forgive the injuries her father has done to my house ; but 
I will ncAer — no, never see her more 

With one bitter pang he adopted this resolution, just as he 
came to where two paths parted; the one to the Mermaiden’s 
b'ountain, where he knew Lucy waited him, the other leading to 
the castle by another and more circuitous road. He paused an 
instant when about to take the latter path, thinking what apology 
he should make for conduct winch must needs si'tm extraordinary, 
and had just niutterod to himself, “ Sudden news from Edinburgh 

— any pietext will iser\e — only let me dally no longer here,” 
when young Henry came flying up to him, half out of breath — 
“ Master, AListcr, you must give Lucy your arm back to the 
castle, for I cannot give her mine ; for Norman is waiting for me, 
and I am to go with him to make Ins ring-walk, and I would not 
stay away for a gold Jacobus, and Lucy is afraid to walk home 
alone, though all the wild nowt have been shot, and so }ou must 
come away directly.” 

Betwixt two scales equally loaded, a feather’s weight will turn 
tlie scale. ‘ It is impossible for me to leave the young lad^ 
in the wood aloue,” said Ravenswood ; “ to see her once more can 
be of little const quence, after the frequent meetings we have had 

— 1 ought, too, in courtesy, to apprise her of my intention ro quit 
the castle.” 

And having thus satisfied himself that he was taking not only 
a wise, but an absolutely necessary step, he took the path to the 
fatal fountain. Henry no sooner saw him on the way to join his 
sister, than he was off like lightning m another direction, to enjoy 
the society of the forester in their congenial pursuits. Havens- 
wood, not allowmg himself to give a second thought to the propriety 
of his own conduct, walked with a quick step towards the stream, 
where he found Lucy seated alone by the ruin. 

She sate upon one of the disjointed stones of the ancient foun- 
tain, and seemed to watch the progress of its current, as it bubbled 
forth to daylight, in gay and sparkling profusion, from under the 
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shadow of the ribbed and darksome vault, with which veneration, 
or perliaps remorse, had canopied its source. To a superstitious 
eye, Lucy Ashton, folded in her plaided mantle, with her long 
hair, escaping partly from the snood and falling upon her silver 
neck, might have suggested the idea ot the murdered Nymph of 
the Fountain. But Ravenawood only saw a female exquisitely 
beautiful, and rendered yet more so in his eyes — how could it be 
otherwise — by the consciousness that she had placed her affec- 
tions on him. As ho gazed on her, he felt his fixed resolution 
melting like wax in the sun, and hastened, therefore, from his 
concealment m the nt .ghbounng thicket. She saluted him, but 
did not arise from the hi >ne on which she was seated. 

“ My mad-cap brother,” she said, “ has left me, but I expect 
him back in a few minutes — for fortunately, as any thing pleases 
him for a minute*, nothing has channs for him much longer.” 

Ravenswood did not feel the power of informing Lucy that her 
brotlior meditated a distant excursion, and w'ould not return in 
haste. lie sate himself down on the grass, at some little distance 
from Miss Ashton, and both were silent for a short space. 

I like this spot,” said Lucy at length, as if slie had found the 
silence embarrassing ; “ the bubbling murmur of the clear foun- 
tain, the waving of the trees, the profusion of grass and wild- 
flowers, that rise among the nuns, make it like a scene in romance. 
I think, too, I have heard it is a spot comiected with the legendary 
loro which I love so well.” 

It has been thought,” answered Ravenswood, "a fatal spot to 
ray family ; and I have some reason to tenn it so, for it was here 
I first saw Miss Ashton — and it is here I must take my leave of 
her for ever.” 

The blood, which the first part of this speech called into Lucy’s 
cheeks, was speedily expelled by its conclusion 

“ To take leave of us. Master !” she exclaimed ; what can 
have happened to hurry you away ! — I know Alice hates - - 1 mean 
dislikes my father — and I hardly understood her huniou>’ to-day, 
it was so mysterious. But I am certain my father is sincerely 
grateful for the high «orvice you rendered us. Let mo hope 
that having won your friendship hardly, we shall not lose it 
lightly.” 

“ Lose it, Miss Ashton 1” said the Master of Ravenswood, — 

“ No — wherever my fortune calls mo — whatever she inflicts 
upon me — it is your friend — your sincere friend, who acts or 
suffers. But there is a fate on me, and I must go, or 1 shall add 
the ruin of others to my own.” 

" Yet do not go from us, Master,” said Lucy ; and she laid her 
hand, in all simplicity and kindness, upon the skirt of his cloak, as 
if to detain him — " You shall not part from us. My father is 
powerful, he has friends that are more so than himself — do not 
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go till you see what )iis gratitude will do for you. Believe me, he 
is already labouring in your behalf with the Council.” 

“ It may bo so,” said tlie Master, proudly ; “ yet it is not to 
your father. Miss Ashton, but to my own exertions, that I ought 
to owe success m the career on which I am about to enter. My 
preparations are already made — a sword and a cloak, and a bold 
heart and a determined hand.” 

Lucy covered her face with her hands, and tlie tears, in spite 
of her, forced tlicir w«^ lietwecn her fingers. “ Forgive me,” 
said Ravenswood, taking her right hand, which after slight resis- 
tance, she yielded to him, still eoiitmuing to shade Ikt lace with 
tlie left — “ 1 am too rude — too rough — too intractable to deal 
with any being so soft and gentle as you are. Forget tliat so 
stem a vision has crossed your path of life — .ind let me pursue 
mine, sure that I can meet with no worse misfortune after the 
moment it divides mo from your side.” 

Lucy wept on, but her toars were less bitter. Each attempt 
which the Master made to explain his purpose of departure, only 
proved a new evidence of his desire to stay ; until, at hngli, 
instead of bidding her farewell, ho gave his faith to her for ever, 
and received her troth in return. The whole passed so suddenly, 
and arose so much out of the immediate impulse of the moment, 
that ero the Master of Ilavenswood could reflect upon the conse- 
quences of the step which he had taken, their lips, as well as their 
hands, hail pledged the sincerity of their aftcction. 

“ And now,” he said, after a moiiieiit’s consideration, “ it is fit 
I should speak to Sir William Ashton — he must know of our 
engagement Ilavenswood must not seem to rhvell under his roof, 
to solicit clandestinely the affections of his daughter.” 

“ You would not speak to my father on the subject ?” said 
Lucy, doubtingly; and then added more waniily, “ O do not — 
do not! Lot ;>our lot in hfe he determined — your station 
and purpose ascertained, before you address niy father ; I am 
sure he loves you — 1 think he will consent — but then my 
mother !” 

She paused, ashamed to express the doubt she felt how far her 
father dared to form any positive i-esolution on this most impor- 
tant subject, without the consent of his lady. 

“• Your mother, my Lucy !” replied Ilavenswood, “ she is of the 
house of Douglas, a house that has mtennarried with mine, even 
when its glory and power were at’ the highest — what could your 
mother object to my alhance 

“ I did not say object,” said Lucy ; “ but she is jealous of her 
rights, and may claim a mother’s title to be consulted in the first 
instance ” 

Bo it so,” replied Bavenswood ; “ London is distant, but a 
letter will reach it and receive an answer within a fortnight — I 
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Will not press on the Lord Keeper for an instant reply to my 
proposal.” 

" But,” hesitated Lucy, “ were it not better to wait — to vait 
a few weeks * — Weiv my mother to see you — to know you- ' 1 
am sure she would approve ; but you are unacquainted personally, 
and the ancient feud between the famihcs ” 

Raveiiswood fixed upon her his ketni dark c^os, as if he ^\^^s 
desirous of penetrating into her very soul. 

“ Lucy,” he said, “ X have saenficed to you projects of ven- 
geance long nursed^ and sworn to with ceremonies little better 
tlian heathen — I .saenficed tliein to your image, ere 1 knew the 
worth which it represt eted. lii the evi-mug winch succeeded iny 
poor father’s liiiieral, J cut a lock from inj hair, and, as it con- 
huined 111 the fire, 1 swore that my rage and revenge should 
pursue Ins enemies, until they shrivelled before me like that 
scorched-up symbol of annihilation.” 

“It was a deadly sin,” said Lucy, turning pale, “ to make a 
vow so fatal.” 

“ 1 acknowledge it,” said Raveiiswood, “and it had been a worse 
crime to keep it. It was for your sake that I abjured these pur- 
poses of vengeanee, thongli T scarce knew that such was tlie 
argument by wliuli I w'as conquered, until T saw you once more, 
and became conscious of tin- influence you po.ssessed over me ” 

“And why do you now,” sjud Lucy, “recall sentiments so 
terrible — sentiments so inconsistent with those jou profess 
for me — with those )our importunity has prevailed on ino to 
acknowledge 

“ Because,” said her lover, “ I wroiild imprc.ss on \ ou the price 
at which 1 have bought jour love — tlic right I have to expect 
your constancy. T .s.iy not that 1 liavi* liartered for it the hoimur 
of iny house, its la.si remaining po* session - but thoigli I saj it 
not, and think it not, 1 caiiiiut conceal from myself th..t the world 
may do both.” 

“ If such ai’e your sentiments,” said Lucy, “you have played a 
cruel game with me. But it is not to>< 1 ite to give it over — take 
back the faith and troth W'Jiich jou could not fdight toim without 
suffering abatement ol honour- — let what is passed ho as if it had 
not been — forget me — 1 will endeavour to forget myself.” 

“ You dome injustice,” said the Master of Ra\cnswood ; “by 
all I hold true and honourable, you do me the extremity of in- 
justice — if I mentioned the price st which 1 have bought your 
love, it is only to shew how much 1 prize if, to bind our engage- 
ment by a still firmer tie, and to sliew', bj what I have done to 
attain this station m your regard, how much 1 must suffer should 
you ever break yourlaitli.” 

“ And why, Ravenswood,” answered Lucy, “ should you think 
that possible Why should you urge me with even the mention 
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of infidelity ! — Js it because I ask you to delay applying to my 
father for a little space of time * Bind me by what vows you 
please ; if vows are unnecessary to secure constancy, tliey may 
\et prevent suspicion.” 

I^vciiswood pleaded, apologized, and even kneeled, to appease 
her displeasure ; and Lucy, as placable as she was single-hearted, 
I’eadily forgave the offence which his doubts had implied. The 
flisputc thus agitated, however, ended by the lovers going through 
an emblematic ceremony of their troth-plight, of which the vulgar 
still preserve some traces. They broke betwixt them the thm 
broad-piece of gold which Alice had refused to receive from 
llaveiiswood. 

“ And never shall this leave my bosom,” said Lucy, as she 
hung tlie piece of gold round her neck, and concealed it with her 
handkerchief, “until 30U, Edgar R.ivenswood, .isk me to resign 
it to j'ou — and, while 1 wear it, never slull that heart acknow- 
ledge another love tlian yours.” 

With like proti'stations, llavonswood placed his portion of the 
com opposite to his heart. And now', at leiigtli, it struck them, 
that time luul hurried fust on during tins luti'i'view, and tln'ir 
.ibsencc at the castle would be subject of remark, if not of alurni. 
As they arose to leave tlio founkiin which had been witness of 
their mutual engagement, an arrow whistled through the air, and 
struck a laven jicrched on the sore branch of an old oak, near to 
where they had been seated. The bml fluttered a few yards, and 
dropped at the feet of liuey, whose dress was stained with some 
spots of its blood. 

Miss Ashton was much alai'mcd, and Ravenswood, surprised 
and angry, looked every where for the rnarksinan, who Imd 
given them a proof of his skill as little expected as desired lie 
was not long ( f discovering himself, being no other than Henry 
Ashton, who came niniimg up with a crossbow in his hand. 

“ T knev> I should startle you,” ho said ; “ and do you know 
you looked oo busy that I hoped it would have fallen souse on 
your heads befero you were aware of it, — What was the Master 
saying to 3 ou, Lucy i” 

“ 1 was telling 3 our sister wliat an iille lad you were, keeping 
us waiting here for you so long,” said Ravenswood, to siive Lucy’s 
confusion. 

“ Waiting for me I Why, I told you to see Lucy home, and 
that I was to go to make the ring-w.ilk with old Norman in the 
Hayberry thicket, and you may be sure that would take a good 
hour, and we have all the deer's marks and furnishes got, while 
you were sitting here with Lucy, like a lazy loon.” • 

“ Well, well, Mr Henry,” said Ravenswood ; “but let us see 
how' you will answer to me for killmg the raven. Do 30U know 
the ravens are all under the protection of the Lords of Ravens- 
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wood, and, to kill one in their presence, is such bad luck tlmt it 
deserves the stab 1” 

“ And that ’s what Norman said,” replied the boy ; “he came 
as far with me, as within a flight-shot of you, and he said he 
never saw a raven sit still so near living folk, and he wislied it might 
be for good luck ; for the raven is one of the wildest birds that 
flies, unless it be a tame one — and so 1 crept on and on, till I 
was within three score yards of him, and then whiz went the bolt, 
and there he lies, faith ! Was it not well shot ^ — and, 1 daresay, 
I have not shot in a crossbow — not ten times, maybe.” 

“Admirably shot indeed,” said Havcnswood ; “and yi»u will 
be a fine marksman if you }>ractibe hard.” 

“ And that ’s what Norm u says,” answered the boy ; “ but 1 
am sure it is not my fault if 1 do not practise enough ; for, of free 
will, I would do little else, only my father and tutor are angry 
sometimes, and only Miss Lucy there gives herself airs about my 
being busy, for all she can sit idle by a well-sidc the whole day, 
when she has a handsome young gentleman to prate witli — I 
have known her do so twenty times, if you will believe me.” 

The boy looked at his sister as he spoke, and in the midst of 
his mischievous chatter, had the sense to see tliat he was really 
inflicting pam upon her, though without being able to compre- 
hend the cause or the amount. 

“ Come now, Lucy,” he said, “ don’t greet ; and if I have said 
any thing beside the mark, I’ll deny it again — and what docs tlic 
Master of Ilavenswood care if you had a hundred sweethearts 1 
so ne’er put finger in your eye about it.” 

The Master of Ravenswood was, for the moment, scarce satis- 
fied with what he heard ; yet his good sense naturally regarded 
it as the chatnjr of a spoilt boy, who strove to mortify his sister 
in the point which seemed most accessible for the time. But, 
although of a temper equally slow in receiving impro'^sions, and 
obstinate m retaining them, the prattle of Henry served to nourish 
ill his mind some vague suspicion, that his j-resent engag .lent 
might only end m his being exposed like a lonquered enemy in 
a Roman triumph, h captive attendant on tho car of a victor, who 
meditated only the satiating his pnde at the expense of the 
vanquished. There was, wc repeat it, no real ground whatever 
for such an apprehension, nor could he be sanl seriously to enter- 
tain such for a moment. Indeed, it was impossible to look at tho 
clear blue eye of Lucy Ashton, and entertain the slightest perma- 
nent doubt concerning the sincerity of her disposition. Still, how- 
ever, conscious pride and conscious poverty combined to render a 
mind suspicious, which in more fortunate circumstances, would 
have been a stranger to tliat as well os to every other meanness. 

They reached tlie castle, where Sir William Ashton who had 
been alarmed by the length of their stay, met them in the hall. 
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" Had Lucy,” he said, “ been in any other company than that of 
one who had shewn he had so complete power of protecting her, he 
confessed he should have been very uneasy, and would have des- 
patched persons in quest of them. But, in the company ot the Master 
of Ravenswood, he knew his daughter had notliing to dread.” 

Lucy commenced some apology for their long delay, but, con- 
science struck, became confused as she proceeded ; and when 
Ravenswood, coming to her assistance, endeavoured to render the 
explanation complete and satisfactory, ho only involved himself 
in the same disorder, like one who, endeavouring to extricate his 
companion from a slough, entangles himself in tlie same tenacious 
swamp. It cannot bo supposed that the confusion of the two 
youthful lovers escapod the observation of the subtle lawyer, ac- 
customed, by habit and profession, to trace human nature tlirough 
all her windings. But it was not his present policy to take any 
notice of what he observed. He desired to hold the Master of 
Ravenswood bound, but wished that he himself should remain 
free ; and it did not occur to him that his plan might be defeated 
by Lucy’s returning the passion wliicli he hoped she might in- 
spire. If she should adopt some romantic feelings towards 
Ravenswood, in which circumstances, or the positive and absolute 
opposition of Lady Ashton, might render it imadvisable to indulge 
her, the Lord Keeper conceived they might be easily superseded 
and annulled by a journey to Edinburgh, or even to London, a 
new set of Brussels lace, and the soft whispers of half a dozen 
lovera, anxious to replace him whom it was convenient she should 
renounce. This was his provision for the worst view of tlie case. 
But, according to its more probable issue, any passing favour she 
migiit entertain for tlie Master of Ravenswood, might ri'quire 
encouragement nitlior than repression. 

This seemed the more likely, as he had that very morning, 
since their departure from the castle, received a letter, the con- 
tents of which he hastened to communicate to Ravenswood. A 
foot-post had arrived with a packet to the Lord Keeper from that 
friend whom wo have already mentioned, who was labouring hard 
under-hand to consolidate a band of patriots, at the head oi whom 
stood Sir William’s greatest teiTor, the active and .dilutions 

Marquis of A . The success of this convenient frond liad 

been such, that he had obtained from Sir William, not indeed a 
directly favourable answer, but certainly a most patient hearing. 
This he had reported to his principal, who had replied, by the 
ancient French adage, “ Chateau qui park, et femme qvi ecoitte. 
Pun et Pautre va se rendre.” A statesman who hears you propose 
a change of measures without reply, was, accoriliiig to the Mar- 
quis’s opinion, in tlie situation of the fortoess which parleys, and 
the lady who listens, and he resolved to press the siege of the 
Lord Keeper. 
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The packet, therefore, contained a letter from his friend and 
ally, and another from himself to the Lord Keeper, frankly 
oflering an unceremonious visit. They were crossing the 
country to go to the southward — the roads were indiOipreiit — 
the accommodation of the inns as execrable as possible — the Lord 
Keeper had been long acquainted intimately witli one of his 
correspondents, and though mox*e slightly known to the Marquis, 
had yet enough of his lordship’s acquaintance to render the x isit 
sufficiently natural, and to shut the mouths of those who might 
be disposed to imj'Ute it to a political intrigue. He instantly 
accepted the offeiod visit, determined, however, that he iiould 
not pledge himself an inch farther for tlie furtherance of their 
Views than reason (by wliedi he meant his own self-interest) 
should plainly point out to u rn as proper. 

Two circiimbtanccs particiilaidy delighted him ; the presence of 
Ravenswood, and the absence of Ins own lady. Hy liaiing the 
former under his own roof, he conceived he might be able to 
quash all such hazardous and hostile proceedings as he might 
otherwise have been engaged in, under the patronage of the 
Marquis ; and Lucy, lie foresaw, would make, for his immediate 
purpose ot delay and procrastination, a much better mistress of 
his family than her mother, who would, he was sure, m some 
shape or other, contrive to disconcert Ins political sclicuies by her 
proud and implacable temper. 

His anxious aohcitations tliat the Master would stay to receive 
his kinsman, were of course readily complied with, since the 
eclaircissement which had taken place at the ^^c^lnaKlpn’s 
Fountain had removed all wish for sudden departure. Luej and 
Lockhard had, therefore, orders to provide all things necessary in 
their different departments, for receiving the expected guests, 
with a pomp and display of luxury very uncommon m Scotland 
at that remote period. 


CHAPTER XXT. 


Marall Sir, the man of Iionour’s come, 

Nctvly nlif^hted 

Oct 1 1 i'tuh In witliout reply, 

Anil (Id an I comniimd — - 
Is the lond miiMc I g.t>e order for 

Heady to icccivc him ' 

At'ic Way to Pay Old Dells. 

Sir William Ashton, although a man of sense, legal informa- 
tion, and great practical knowledge of the world, had yet some 
])omts of character which corresponded better with the timidity 
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of his disposition and the supple arts by ^\hich he had risen in 
the Avorld, than to the degree of eminence which lie had attained ; 
as they tended to shew an original mediocrity of understanding, 
however highly it had been cultivated, and a native meanness of 
disposition, how'ovcr carefully veiled. He loved the ostentatious 
display of his wealth, loss as a man to whom habit has made it 
ncccssaiy, than as one to whom it is still delightful from its 
novelty. The most trivial details did not escape him ; and Lucy 
.soon leanied to watch the flush of scorn w'hich crossed llavens- 
w'ood’s cheek, when he heard her father gravely arguing with 
Lockhard, nay, even with the old housekeeper, upon circiim- 
stanees ivliieh, in families of rank, are left imeared lor, because it 
is supposed impossible they can he nt'gleeted. 

“ 1 could pai'don .Sii Willmm,” said Jlavcnswood, one evening 
after he liad left the room, “ some generjil anxiety upon tins 
oeeasion, lor the iMaivpiis’s visit is an honour, and .should he 
reeeiveil as such ; hut I am worn out by thesi* miserable mmutiie 
of the bultery, and the larder, and tho vi'vy hen-eoop — they 
drive me beyond my patience; I would rather endure the poverty 
of Wolf s Crag, than he pestered with the wtaltli of Raveiiswood 
t'astle.” 

“ And jet,” s.aid Luej, “ it was by attention to these niinuti.o 
that rnj lather acqiiireil tlic prop«*rtj — ’ 

“ Which luy ancestors sold lor lack of it,” replied Ravenswood. 
“ Be it so ; a porter still beais but a burdem, though tho burden 
he of gold ” 

Lu(j sighed; she perceived too plainly that her lover held m 
scorn the manners and habits ot a lather, to whom she liad long 
looked up as her best and most partial friend, whose fondness liad 
often consoled her for her mother’s contemptuous harsliness. 

The lovers soon discovered that tluy ditfered upon otlior and 
no less important tojnes. R«*hgion, the motlier of jieacc, was, m 
those days of discord, so much misconstrued and mistaken, that 
her rules .mJ forms were the subject of the most opposite 
opinions, ami the most hostile aiiiniosities. llie Lord Ivecper, 
being a whig, was, of course, a Presbyterian, and had found it 
convenient, at difterent periods, to express greater ze«l for the 
kirk, than pcrh.ips he really felt His family, equally i f course, 
were trained umler the same mstitution. ^venswooil, as we 
know, was a lligli-Chnich man, or Episcopalian, and frequently 
objected to Lucy the fanaticism of some of her ow-n communion, 
w’hde she intimated, rather than expressed, horror at tho latitu- 
dinanan principles v\hich she had been taught to thuik connected 
with the prelatical form of church-government. 

Thus, although their mutual alfectiou seemed to increa.se rather 
than to be diminished, as tlieir characters opened more fully on 
each otlier, the feelings of each were mingled with some less 
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agreeable ingredients. Lucy felt a secret awe, amid all her 
affection for Ravenswood. His soul was of a higher, prouder 
character, than those with whom she had hitherto mixed in inter- 
course ; his ideas were more fierce and free ; and ho contemned 
many of the opinions which had boon inculcated upon her, as 
chiefly demanding her veneration. On the other hand, Ravens- 
wood saw in Lucy a soft and flexible character, which, in his 
eyes at least, seemed too susceptible of being moulded to any 
form by those with whom she lived, Jlo ielt that his own 
temper required a partner of a more independent spirit, who 
could set sad witii him on his course of life, resolved as himself 
to dare indifferently the sto”ni and the favouring breeze. J3ut 
Lucy was so beautiful, so devoutly attached to him, of a temper 
80 exquisitidy soft and kind, that, while he could have wished it 
were possible to inspire her with a greater degree of firmness and 
resolution, and while he sometimes became impatient of the 
extreme fear which she expressed of their attachment being 
prematurely discovered, he felt that the softness of a mind, 
amounting almost to feebleness, rendered her even dearer to 
him, as a being who had voluntarily clung to him for protection, 
and made him the arbiter of her fate lor weal or wo. His 
feelings towards her at such moments, were those which have 
been since so beautifully expressed by our immortal Joanna 
Bailho : — 

“ Thou sweetest thing, 

That e’er aid fix its lightly-tihred sprays 
To the rude rwK, nh ' wuuldst thou cling to me ' 

Rough and storm- worn 1 am — yet love mo as 
Thou truly dost, I will love tiiee again 
With true and honest heart, though .ill unmeet 
To bo tlio mate of such sweet gentleness ” 

Thus the very points m which they differed, seemcil, in some 
measure, to ensure the eoiitinuance of their mutual affection. If, 
indeed, they had so tully appreciated eacl» other’s chr. icter 
before the burst of passion m which they iiastily pledged their 
faith to each other, Lucy might have feaied Ravenswood too 
much ever to have loved him, and he might have construed her 
softness and docile temper as imbecility, rendering her unworthy 
of hi.s regard. But they stood pledged to each other ; and Lucy 
only feared that her lover’s pride might one day teach him to 
regn't his attachment ; Ravenswood, tliat a mind so ductile as 
Lucy’s might, in absence or difficulties, be induced, by the 
entreaties or influence of those around her, to renounce the 
engagement she liad formed. 

“ Do not fear it,” said Lucy, when upon one occasion a hint of 
such suspicion escaped her lover; “ the mirrors which receive the 
reflection of all successive objects are framed of hard matenals 
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like glass or steel — the softer substances, when they receive an 
impression, retain it undefaccd.” 

“ This is poetry, Lucy,” said llavenswood ; “ and in poetry 
tliere is always fallacy, and sometimes fiction.” 

“Believe me, then, once more, m honest prose,” said Lucy, 
“ that, though I will never wed man without the consent of my 
parents, yet neither force nor persuasion shall dispose of my 
hand till you renounce the right f have given you to it.” 

The lovers had ample time for such explanations. Henry was 
now more seldom their companion, being eitlier a most unwilling 
attendant upon the lessoms of his tutor, or a forward volunteer 
under the instructions of the foresters or grooms. As for the 
Keeper, his mornings were spent in his study, mauitaiiiing cor- 
respondences of all kinds, and balancing in his anxious mind the 
various intelligence which he collected from every quarter con- 
ccrping till! expected change of Scottish politics, and the probable 
strength of the parties who were about to stniggle for power. 
At other tunes he busied Inmself about arranging, and counter- 
manding, and then again arranging, tlio preparations which he 

judged necessary for the reception of the Marquis of A , 

whose arrival had been twice delayed by some necessary cause of 
detention. 

In the midst of all these various avocations, political and 
domestic, ho seemed not to obsen e how much his daugliter and 
his guest were thrown into each otlier’s society, and was censured 
by many of his neighbours, according to the fasluon of neighbours 
in all countries, for suffering such an intimate connection to take 
place betwixt two young persons. The only natund explanation 
was, that ho designed them for each other ; while, in truth, his 
only motive was to temporize and procrastinate, until he should 
discover the real extent of the interest which the Marquis took 
in Ravenswood ’s affairs, and the power which he was likely to pos- 
sess of advyiRiJig them. Until these points should bo made both 
clear and m.smfest, the Lord Keeper resolved that he would do 
nothing to commit himself, either in one shape or other ; and, 
like many cunning persons, he overreached himself deplorably. 

Among.st those who had been disposed to censure with the 
greatest severity, tlie conduct of Sir William Ashton, in per- 
mitting the prolonged residence of Ravenswood under his roof, 
and his constant attendance on Miss Ashton, was the new Laird 
of Gimington, and his faithful squire and bottleholder, personages 
formerly well known to us by tlie names of Hayston and Bucklaw, 
and his companion Captain Craigengelt. The fonner had at length 
succeeded to the extensive property of his long-lived grand-aunt, 
and to considerable wealth besides, which ho had employed in 
redeeming his paternal acres, (by the title appertaining to which he 
still chose to be designated,) notwithstanding Captain Craigengelt 
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had propo<3ed to him a most advantageous mode of vesting the 
money 111 Law’s scheme, whieli was just then liroached, and offered 
his services to travel express to Paris for the purpose. Ihit 
Pucklaw had so far derived wisdom from adversity, tliat he 
would listen to no proposal which Craigeiigelt could invent, 
which had the slightest tendency to risk Ins newly-acquired 
independence. He that onct' had cat pease haniioeks, drank sour 
wmo, and slept in the secret chamher at Wolf’s Crag, would, he 
.said, prize good cheer and a soft bed as long as he lived, and 
take special care never to need such hospitality again. 

Craigengelt, therefore, found himself disappoiiiU'd in the first 
hopes he had entertained i f making a good hand of the Laird of 
PuckJ.aw. Still, however, 1 1 reaped many advantages from his 
friend’s good fortune. I3ueklaw, who had never been at all 
scrupulous m choosing his companions, was accustomed to, and 
entertained by a fellow, whom lie could cither laugh with, 
or laugh at, as he had a mind, who w-ould take, according to 
Scottish phrase, “ tlie bit and the buffet,” understood all sports, 
whether w'itliin or without doors, and, wlien the laird had a mind 
fora bottle of wuic, (no iiifreqiieiit circmnstaiice,) was ahvajs 
ready to save him from the scandal of getting drunk by himsoJL 
Upon these tonus Craigengelt was the frequent, almost the con- 
stant, inmate of tlie house of Girnington. 

In no time, and under no possibility of circumstances, could 
good have been derived from such an jntiinacy, however its bad 
consequences iiiiglit bo qualified by the thorough knowledge vvhicli 
Pucklaw possessed of his dependant’s character, and tiio high 
contempt 111 vvlucli he held it. Put as circumstances stooil, this 
evil communication was jiarticulavly liable to con’upt vvliat good 
principles nature had implanted m the patron. 

Craigengelt had never forgiven the scorn with which Havens 
wood had torn the mask of courage and liooi'r-tj fn m his 
countenance ; and to exasperate Pucklaw ’s resentment ;< ;ainst 
liini, was the safest mode of revenge whieli occurred to lus cow- 
ardly, yet cunning and malignant disposition. 

He brought up, on all occasions, the story of the chalk nge 
whieli Havenswood had declined to accept, and endeavoured, by 
every possible iiisinuatioii, to make his patron behevo that his 
honour was concerned in bringing that matter to an issue by a 
present discusbion with Ravenswood. But respecting this subject, 
Pucklaw imposed on him, at length, a peremptory command of 
Silence. 

“ 1 think,” he said, ‘‘ the Master has treated me unlike a gentle- 
man, and I see no right he had to send me back a cavalier 
answer when I demanded the satisfaction of one — But he gave 
me my life once — and, in looking the matter over at present, I 
put myself but on equal terms with him. Should he cross mo 
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a^ain, I shall consider the old accompt as balanced, and his 
Alastei’ship will do moU to look to himself.” 

“ That he should,” re-echoed Craigeiigelt ; “ for when you are 
ill practice, Bucklaw, I ^\uul(l bet a magnum you are thi*ough 
him before the third pass.” 

“Then you know noth mg of the matter,” said Bucldaw, “and 
}ou never saw him fence ” 

“ And J know nothing of the matter 1” said the dependant — 
“a good jest, I promise jou and though 1 never saw llaveiis- 
wood fence, have 1 not been at Monsieur Sagoon’s school, who 
was the first f/’aitnc? at Pans; and have I not been at 

Signor Poco’s at Florence, and Mcinhcer Durchstossen’s at 
Vienna, and have 1 not seen all their play ?” 

“ 1 don’t know whether }oii have or not,” said Bucklaw ; “ but 
what about it, though jou had 

“ Only tliat I will be d-d it ever 1 saw French, Italian, or 
Iligh-Dutchuiaii ever make toot, hand, and eje, keep time halt so 
well as jou, Bucklaw'.” 

T believe you ho, f'raigie,” said Bucklaw ; “however, T can 
hold my own, both witJi single rapier, backsword, sword and 
dagger, broadsword, or case of falchions— .iiid that’s as much 
as any gontleinaii need know ot the matter ” 

“ And the double ot what ninety -nine out of a hnndrod know',” 
said Craigeiigelt ; “they learn to eliange a few thrusts with thi' 
.small sword, and then, toi-sooth, they nnih'i stand the noble art of 
defence' Now, when 1 was at Itoucii in the year there 

was a Flicvaher de C’hapon and I wont to the Opera, where we 
found three bits of liiiirlish birkics ” 

“ Is it a long story ^ ou are going to tell *” said Bucklaw inter- 
rupting him without ceremony. 

“Just a.s y)u like,” answei'cd the parasite, “for we made short 
work of it.” 

“ Then I likt it short,” .said Bucklaw ; “is it serious or ini'iry 
Devilish serious, 1 assure you, and si7 they found it ; for the 
t liovalier and I ” 

“ Then I don’t like it at all,” said Bucklaw ; “ so fill a brimmer 
of my auld auntie’s claret, rest her heart ! And, as the llieland- 
iiian says, Skioch dock na skiaill”* 

“ That w'aa what tough old Sir Evan Dim used to say to me 
when I was out with the metall’d lads in 1689. * Craigengelt,’ 
he used to say, ‘ jou are as pretty a fellow as ever held steel in Ins 
grip, but j ou have one fault.’ ” 

“ If ho had known you as long as I have done,” said Bucklaw-, 
“ he would have found out some twenty more ; but hang long 
stories, give us your toast, man.” 

• " Cut a drink with a tale equivalent to the English adage of boon com- 
panions, “ Don't preach over your liquor." 
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Craigcngelt rose, went a tiptoe to the door, peeped out, shut it 
carefully, came back again — clapped his tarnished gold-laced hat 
on one side of his head, took his glass m one hand, and touching 
the hilt of his hanger with the other, named, “ The King over the 
water.” 

“ I tell you what it is. Captain Craigengelt,” said Bucklaw ; “ I 
shall keep my mind to myself on these subjects, having too much 
respect for the memory of my venerable aunt Girnington to put 
her lands and toncments in the w’ay of committing treason against 
established aiitboiity. Bring mo King James to Kdinbiirgh, 
Captain, ivith tliirty thoi.sand men at his back, and I ’ll tell you 
what I think about his titl ; but as for ninmng my neck into a 
noose, and my good broad '.inds into the statutory penalties, ‘in 
that case made and provided,’ rely upon it, you will find me no 
such fool So, when you mean to vapour with your hanger and 
your dram-cup in support of treasonable toasts, you must find 
your liquor and company elsewhere.” 

“Well, then,” said Craigengelt, “name the toast yourself, and 
be it what it like. I’ll pledge you, were it a mile to the bottom.” 

“And I’ll give you a toast that deserves it, my boy,” said 
Bucklaw ; “ what say you to Miss Lucy Ashton 1” 

“ Up with it,” said the Captain, as ho tossed off his brimmei’, 
“ the bonniest lass m Lothian. What a pity the old snock-draiv- 
ing whigamore, her father, is about to throw her away upon that 
rag of pride and beggary, the Master of Ravenswood !” 

“ That’s not quite so clear,” said Bucklaw, in a tone which, 
tliough it seemed indifferent, excited his companion’s eager curio- 
sity ; and not that only, but also Ins hope of working himself 
into some sort of confidence, which might make him necessary to 
his patron, being by no means satisfied to rest on mere sufferance, 
if he could form by art or industry a more perinanc ut title to his 
favour. 

“ I thought,” said he, after a inonienl’s pause, “ thai was a 
settled matter — they are continually togctlier, and nothing else 
is spoken of betwixt Lammerlaw and Trapi’ain.” 

“ They may say what tliey please,” replied his patron, “ but I 
know better ; and I ’ll give you Miss Lucy Ashton’s health agam, 
my boy.” 

“ And I would drink it on my knee,” said Craigengelt, “ if I 
thought the girl had tlic spirit to jilt that d — d son of a Spaniard.” 

“ I am to request you will not use the word jilt and Miss 
Ashtpn’s name together,” said Bucklaw, gravely. 

“ Jilt, did I say 1 — discard, my lad of acres — by Jove, I meant 
to say discard,” replied Craigengelt ; “ and I hope she ’ll discard 
him Uke a small card at piquet, and take in the King of Hearts, 
my boy ! — But yet ’’ 

“ But what 1” said his patron. 



THE BRIDE OP LAMMERMOOR. 177 

“ But yet I know for certain they are hours together alone, 
and in the woods and the fields.” 

“ That ’s her foolish father’^ dotage — that will be soon put out 
of tlie lass’s head, if it ever gets into it,” answered BnckUw. 
“ And now fill your glass again. Captain, I am going to make jou 
happy — I am going to let you into a secret — a plot — a noosing 
plot — only tlie noose is but typical.” 

A marrying matter ?” said Craigengolt, and his jaw fell as he 
asked the question ; for he suspected tlut matninony would 
render his situation at Giniington much more precarious than 
during the j^illy days of his patron’s bachelorhood. 

Ay, a marriage, man,” said Biicklaw ; “ but wherefore droops 
thy mighty spirit, and why grow the rubies on thy cheek so pale * 
The board wdl have a comer, and the coiner will have a 
trencher, and the troiichcr will have a glass b»".ide it ; and the 
boariV-end shall be filled, and tho trencher and the glass shall be 
replenished for thee, if all the petticoats in Lothian had sworn 
the contrary — What, man ’ 1 am not the boy to put myself into 
leading-stnngs 

“ So says many an lionest fellow,” said Craigengelt, “ and sonio 
of my special friends ; but, cui"so me if i know tlic reason, the 
women could never he.ir me, and always contrived to trundle mo 
out. of favour before the honeymoon was over.” 

“ If you could have kept your gi*ound till that was over, you 
might have made a good year’s pension,” said Bucklaw. 

“ But 1 iie\or could,” ansAvered the dejected parasite; “there 
was my Lord Castle-Cuddy — we were hand and glove — 1 rode 
his horses — borrowed money, both for him and from him — 
trained his hawks, and taught him how to lay his bets ; and when 
he took a fancy of marrying, I married him to Katie Glegg, whom 
I thought myself sure of as man could be of woman. Egad, she 
had mo out of the house, as if I had run on wheels, within the 
first fortnight ! ” 

“ Well <” replied Bucklaw, “ I tliink I have nothing of Castle- 
Cuddy about me, or Lucy of Katie Glegg. But you see tlie thing 
will go on whether you like it or no — the only question i-, will 
you be useful ?” 

“ Useful *” exclaimed the Captain ; — “ and to thee, my lad of 
lands, my darling boy, whom 1 aaouUI tramp barefooted tlirough 
the world for ' — name time, place, mode, and circumstances, 
and see if I will not be useful m all uses that can be devised.” 

“ Why, then, you must ride two hundred miles for me,” said 
the patron. 

“ A thousand, and call them a flea’s leap,” answered the depen- 
dant ; “ I ’ll cause saddle my horse directly.” 

“ Better stay till you know where you are to go, and what you 
are to do,” quoth Bucklaw. “ Yon know I have a kinswoman in 

VOL. VIII. M 
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Northumberland, Lady Blenkenaop by name, \vhose old acquain- 
tance I had tlie misfortune to lose in the period of my poverty, 
but tho light of whose countenance shone forth upon me when the 
sun of my prosperity began to arise.” 

“D — n all such double-faced jades'” exclaimed Craigengelt, 
heroically ; “ this I will say for John Craigengelt, tliat he is his 
friend’s friend through good report and bad report, poverty and 
riches ; and you know something of that yourself, Bucklaw.” 

“ I have not forgot your merits,” said his patron; “ 1 do remem- 
ber, that, in my extremities, you had a mind to erm/;? me for tlie 
service of tho French king, or of the Pretender ; and, moreover, 
that you afterwards loot mo a score of pieces, wdien, as 1 himly 
believe, you had heard rhe news that old Lady Girnington had a 
touch of the dead pi'isy. But don’t be downcast, John; I 
believe, after all, you like me very well in your way, and it is my 
misfortune to have no better counsellor at present. To return to 
this Lady Blcnkensop, you must know she is a close confederate 
of Duchess Sarah.” 

“ What ' of Sail Jennings exclaimed Craigengelt ; “ then she 
must be a good one ” 

Hold your tongue, and keep your Tory rants to yourself, if it 
be possible,” said Bucklaw ; “ I tell you, that through the Duchess 
of Marlborough has this Northumbrian coubin of mine become a 
crony of Lady Ashton, the Keeper’s wife, or, 1 may say, the 
Lord Keeper’s Lady Keeper, and she has favoured Lady Blen- 
kensop with a visit on her return from London, and is just now 
at her old mansion-house on the banks of the Wansbeck. Now, 
sir, as it has been the use and wont of these ladies to consider 
their husbands as of no importance in tho management of their 
own families, it has been their present pleasure, without consult- 
ing Sir William Ashton, to put on the tapis a matrimonial alliance, 
to be concluded between Lucy Ashwn and m_v own right honour- 
able self. Lady Ashton acting a self-constituted plenipotentiary on 
tho part of her daughter and husband, and Mother ’'lenkensop, 
equally unaccredited, doing me the hor.our to be my representa- 
tive. You may suppose I was a little astonished when I found 
that a treaty, in which I was so considerably interested, had 
advanced a good way before 1 was even consulted.” 

“ Capot me if I think that was according to the rules of the 
game,” said his confident; “and pray, what answer did you 
return 1” 

“ Why, my first thought was to send the treaty to the devil, 
and the negotiators along with it, for a couple of meddling old 
women ; my next was to laugh very heartily ; and my third and 
last was a settled opinion that the thing was reasonable, and would 
suit me well enough.” 

“ Why, I thougnt you had never seen the wench but once — 
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and tlicn she had her nding-niask oii — I am sure you told 
me 80 .” 

“Ay — but I liked her very well then. And Ravenswood’s 
dirty usage of me — shuttling mo out of doors to dine with tlie 
lackeys, because he had the Lord Keeper, forsooth, and his 
daughter, to be guests in his beggarly castle of starvation — D — n 
me, Craigengelt, if I ever forgive him till I play him as good a 
trick 

“ No more you should, if you are a lad of mettle,” said Craig- 
engelt, the matter now taking a turn in which he could sympa- 
thise ; “ and if you carry this wench from hiin, it will break liis 
heart.” 

“ That it will not,” said BuckUw ; “ Ins heart is all steeled over 
with reason and plnlosoplij — things that you, Craigie, know 
nothing about more than myself, God help me — Rut it will break 
Ins pride, though, and that’s ivhat 1 ’m driving at.” 

“ DisLince me,” said Craigengelt, “ but I know the reason 
now of las unmaiinerly bcliaviour at his old tumble-down tower 
yonder — Ashamed of your company ? — no, no ! — Gad, he was 
afraid you would cut m and caiTy oir the girl.” 

“ Ell ' Craigengelt {” said Rncklaw — “ do you really think so ? 
— but no, no ! — he is a devilish deal prettier man than I am.” 

“ Wlio — lie exclaimed the parasite — “he’s as Mack as the 
crook ; and for his size — lie "s a tall fellow, to be sure — but give 
me a light, stout, middle-hi/od ” 

“ PUguo on thee !” said Biicklaw, intennipting him, “ and on 
me for listening to you ' — you would say as much if 1 were 
hunch-backed. But as to llavcnsw'ood — he lias kept no terms 
with me— I ’ll keep none with him — it I cua wm tliis girl from 
him, 1 will wm her ” 

“Wm her! — ’sblood, you shnil win her, point, quint, and 
quatorze, my king of trumps — you shall pique, repique, and 
capot him.” 

“ Prithee, stop thy gambling cant for one instant,” Aiid Buck- 
law. “ Thmgs have come thus far, tliat 1 have entertained the 
proposal of my kinswoman, agreed to tlie terms of jointure, 
amount of fortune, and so forth, and that the affair is to go for- 
ward when Lady Ashton comes down, for she takes her d.iughter 
and her son in her own band. Now they w'ant me to send up a 
confidential person with some writings.” 

“ By this good wine, I ’ll ride to the end of the world — the 
very gates of Jericho, and the judgment-scat of Prester John, for 
tliee ejaculated the Captain. 

“ Why, I believe you would do something for me, and a great 
deal for yourself. Now, any one could carry the writings; but 
you will have a little more to <io. You must contrive to drop out 
before my Lady Ashton, just os if it were a matter of little cou- 
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sequpnce, the residence of Ravenswood at her husband’s house, 
and his close intercourse with Miss Ashton; and you may tell her, 

that all the country talks of a visit from the Marquis of A , 

as it is supposed, to make up the match betwixt Ravenswood 
and her daughter. I should like to liear what she says to all 
this ; for, rat me, jf T have any idea of starting for the plate at all 
if Ravenswood is to wm tlie race, and he lias odds against me 
already.” 

" Never a bit — the wench has too much sense — and in that 
belief I drinh. 1 er he.iltli a third time ; and, were time and place 
fitting, 1 would drink it on bended knees, and hi* that would not 
pledge me, I would make his guts garter his stockings.” 

“Hark jc, ('raigeng- ’t ; as you arc going into the society of 
women of rank,” said Piicklaw, “I’ll thank you to forget your 
strange blackguard oaths and dainme’s — I ’ll write to them, 
though, that you arc a blunt untaught fellow.” 

“ Ay, ay,” replied Craigengelt; “a plain, blunt, lionest, down- 
right soldier.” 

“ Not too honest, nor too much of the soldier neither; but such 
as thou art, it is my luck to need thee, for 1 must have spurs put 
to Lady Ashton’s motions.” 

“ I ’ll dash them up to the rowel-heads,” said Craigengelt ; 
“ she shall come here at the gallop, like a cow chased by a whole 
nest of hornets, and her tail twisted over her rump like a cork- 
screw.” 

“ And hear yc, Craigie,” said Bucklaw ; “ your boots and 
doublet are good enough to drink in, as the man says in the play, 
but tliey are somewhat too greasy for tea-table service — pritJiee, 
get thyself a little better ngged out, aud here is to pay all 
charges.” 

“ Nay, Bucklaw - - on my soul, man — you use me ill — How - 
ever,” added Craigengelt, pocketing the money, “ if y oti will have 
me so far indebted to you, 1 must be conforming.” 

“ Well, hol:^ and away !” said tlie patron, “so as you 
have got youiv riding livery in trim. You may ride the black 
crop-ear — and, hark yo, I ’ll make you a present of him to boot.” 

“ I drink to the good luck of my mission,” answered the ambaa* 
sador, “ m a half-pint bumper.” 

“ 1 thank ye, Ci'aigie, and pledge you — 1 sec nothing against 
it but the fatiier or the giri taking a tanb’um, and I am told tlie 
mother can wind th6m both round her little finger. Take care 
not to affront her with any of your Jacobite jargon.” 

“ 0 ay, true — she is a whig, and a friend of old Sail of Marl- 
borough — thank my stars, I can hoist any colours at a pinch. I 
have fought as hard under John Churchill as ever I did under 
Dundee or the Duke of Berwick.” 

“ I verily believe you, Crai^e,” said the lord of the mansion ; 
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“ but, Craigie, do you, pray, step down to the cellar, and fetcli ns 
up a bottle of the Burgundy, 1(178 — it is in the fourth bin from 
the right-hand turn — And 1 sa^, Craigie, you may letch up 
lialf-a-dozcn whilst you are about it. — Egad, we’ll make a 
night oil ’t !” 


CHAPTER XXI f. 

And soon they sjned tlio nierrj -niL'ii prcon, 

And elvC tliu coaLli and lour 

DuU }i)ion Duke, 

CRArriE.NGi:i.T set forth on Ins mission so soon as his equipage was 
complete, prost-euted his journey with all dihgeiiet', and accom- 
plished Ills comiiiissioii with all the de\teritv lor winch BueUaw 
had given him credit. As he ain\cd with credentials fiom Mr 
llajstoii of Bucklaw, he was extieinely welcome to both ladies; 
and those who are prejudiced in favour ol a new acquaintance 
can, for a time at least, discover evcelleiicus m his viry faults, 
and perfections in Ins deheiencH •. Although both ladies were 
accustoiiied to good society, jet. being pndetei mined to find out 
an agreeable and well-behaved gentleman in Mr llavston’s friend, 
tliey succeeded vvoiidoi'fullj in iiiqiosiiig on themselves. It is true 
that Craigeiigelt was now liandsoiiicly dressed, and that was a 
point of no small consequence. But, independent ol outward 
show. Ins blackguard nnjiudenci' of address was construed into 
honouiable bluutncs,-, beeoiiniig liis supposed military profession; 
his hectoring passed for courage, and Ins sauciuess for wit Lest, 
however, any one should think tins a violation of probability, we 
must add, in fairness to the two ladies, that their diseerimieiit was 
greatly blinded, and their f.ivour jiropitiated, by the opportniie 
arrival of Captain Craigeiigelt lu ihe moment when they were 
longing foi a third hand to make a party at tredrille, m vvhieli, as 
in all games, whetlier of chance or skill, that worthy person was 
a great proficient. 

When ho found himself established in favour, his next point 
was how best to use it for the fiutlieranee of Ins patron’s views. 
He found Lady Ashton prepossessed strongly m favour ol tlie 
motion, which Lady Bleukcnsop, pai’tly from regard to her kins- 
man, partly from the spirit of match-making, had not hesitated 
to propose to her; so that his task was an easy one. Bnckkw, 
reformed from Ins prodigality, was just the sort of husband which 
she desired to have for lier Shepherdess of Lammerraoor ; and 
while the marriage gave licr an easy fortune, and a respectable 
country gentleman for her husband, Lady Ashton was of opinion 
that her destinies would be fully and most favourably accom- 
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plished. It so chanced, also, that Bucklaw, among his new 
acquisitions, had gamed the management of a little political 
interest in a neighbouring county, where the Douglas family 
originally held largo possessions. It was one of the bosom-hopes 
of Lady Ashton, that her eldest son, Sholto, should represent this 
county in the British Parliament, and she saw this alliance witli 
Bucklaw as a circumstance wliich might be Iiighly favourable to 
her wishes 

Craigengelt, who in his way by no means wanted sagacity, no 
sooner discovered m what quarter the wind of Lad) Ashton’s 
wishes sate, than he tnmmcd liis course accordingly. “ There 
was little to prevent Bucklaw himself from sitting lor the county 
— he mast carry the In- t — must walk the course. Two cousins- 
german — six more disLuit kinsmen, his factor and his chamber- 
lain, were all hollow votes — and the Girnington interest had 
always carried, betwixt love and lear, about as many more. But 
Bucklaw eared no more about riding the first horse, and that sort 
of thing, than he, Craigengelt, did about a game at birkie — it was 
a pity his interest was not m good guidance.” 

All tins Lady Ashton drank in with willing and attentive ears, 
resolving internally to be herself the person who should take the 
management of the political influence of her destiued son-in-law, 
for tlie benefit of her eldest born, Sholto, and all other parties 
concerned. 

When he found her ladyship tlius favourably disposed, the 
Captain proceeded, to use his employer’s phrase, to set spurs to 
her resolution, by hinting at the situation of mattt'rs at Ravens- 
wood Castle, the long residence which tho heir of that family had 
made wuth tlio Lord Keeper, and the reports which (though ho 
would be d — d ere he gave credit to any of them) had been idly 
circulated in the neighbourhood. It was not tlie Captain’s cue to 
appear liimself to be uneasy on the subject of these rumours ; but 
he easily saw from Lady Ashton’s flushed cheek, hesdalmg voice, 
and flashing eye, that she had caught the alarm which In. intended 
to communical^. She had not heard from her husband so often 
or so regularly as she thought him bound in duty to have written, 
and of this very interesting intelligence, concerning liis visit to 
the Tower of Wolfs Crag, and the guest whom, with such cor- 
diality, he had received at Ravenswood Castle, he had suffered 
his lady to remain altogether ignorant, until she now learned it 
by the chance mfomiation of a stranger. Such concealment 
approached, in her apprehension, to a misprision, at least, of 
treason, it not to actual rebellion against her matrimonial autho- 
rity ; and in her inward soul did she vow to take vengeance on 
tlie Lord Keeper, as on a subject detected in meditating revolt. 
Her indignation burned the more flercely, as she found herself 
obliged to suppress it in presence of Lady Blenkensop, the kins- 
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‘woman, and of CraJgeugelt, the confidential friend of Bucklaw, 
of whose alliance she now became trebly desirous, since it occurred 
to her alarmed imagination, that her husband might, in his policy 
or timidity, prefer Qiat of Ravcnswood. 

The Captain was engineer enough to discover that the train was 
fired ; and therefore heard, in tlie course of the same day, without 
tlie least surprise, that Lady Ashton had resolved to abridge her 
visit to Lady BIcnkeiisop, and set forth with the peep of morning 
on her return to Scotland, using all the despatch which the state of 
tlie roads, and the mode of travelling, would possibly permit. 

Unhappy Lord Keeper ! — little was ho aware what a storm 
was travelling towards him in all the speed with which an old- 
fashioned coach and six could possibly achieve its journey. He, 
like Don (iayferos, “ forgot his lady fair and true,” and was only 

anxious about the expected visit of the Marquis of A . 

Soothfast tidings had assureil him that this nobleman was at 
lengtli, and without fail, to honour liis castle at one m the after- 
noon, being a late dinner-hour; and much was the bustle in con- 
st'quence of the nniiunciation. The Lord Keeper traversed the 
chambers, held consultation with the butler m the cellars, and 
even ventured, at the risk ofa</e«tt/c with a cook, of a spirit 
lofty enough to scorn the admonitions of Lady Ashton ]lcl^elf, to 
peep into the kitclicn. Satisfied, at length, that every thing was 
111 as active a tram of prejiaration as was ])Ossible, he summoned 
Ravenswood and his daughter to walk upon the ten*acc, for the 
purpose of watching, fromtliat commanding position, the earliest 
symptoms of his lordsiiip’s approach. For this purpose, with 
slow and idle step, he paraded the terrace, Avhicli, flanked with a 
heavy stone battlement, stretched m front of the castle upon a level 
witli the first storj ; while visiters found access to the court by a 
projecting gate-way, the bartizan or flat leaded roof of which was 
accessible from the terrace by an easy flight of low and broad 
steps. The whole bore a resemblance partly to a castle, partly to 
a nobleman’s scat ; and though calculated, in some respects, for 
defence, evinced that it had ^cn constructed under a sense of the 
power and security of the ancient Lords of Ravenswootl. 

This pleasant walk commanded a beautiful and exten-^ive view. 
But what was most to our present purpose, there were seen from 
the terrace two roads, one leading from the cast, and one from 
the westward, which, crossing a ndge opposed to the emmence 
on which the castle stood, at different angles, gradually approached 
each other, until they joined not far from die gate of the avenue. 
It was to the westward approach that the Lord Keeper, from a 
sort of fidgeting anxiety, his daughter, from complaisance to him, 
and Ravenswood, though feeling some symptoms of internal im- 
patience, out of complaisance to his daughter, directed their eyes 
to see the precursors of die Marquis’s approach. 
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These were not long of presenting themselves. Two running 
footmen, dressefl in wTiite, with black jockey-caps, and long staffs 
in their hands, headed the train ; and such was their agility, that 
they found no difficulty in keeping the necessary advance, which 
the etiquette of their station rcqmrcd, before the carriage and 
horsemen. Onward they came at a long swinging trot, arguing 
unwearied speed in their long-breathed calling. Such running 
footmen are often alluded to in old plays, (I would particularly 
instance “ Middleton’s Mad World my Masters,”) and perhaps 
may be shll remembered by some old persons iii Scotland, as 
part of the retinue of the ancient nobility when travelling in full 
ceremony.* llehmd <hose glancing meteors, who footed it as it 
the Avenger of Blood I id been behind them, came a cloud of 
dust, jMised hy riders \.’ho preceded, attended, or followed, the 
state-carriage of the Marquis. 

The privilege of nobility, in those daj s, had something in it 
impressive on the imagination. The dresses and liveries, and 
number of their attendants, their style of travelling, the impos- 
ing, and almost warlike air of the aimed men who surrounded 
them, placed them far above the laird, who travelled with his 
brace of footmen ; and as to rivalry from the niereautilo part of 
the community, these would as soon have thought of imitating 
the state equipage of the Sovereign. At present it is different ; 
and I myself, E’cter Pattieson, iu a late journey to Edmburgh, 
had the honour, in the mail-coach phrase, to “ change a leg” 
with a peer of the realm. It was not so in the dajs of which I 
write ; and the Marquis’s approach, so long oxpi'cted in vam, 
now took place in the full pomp of ancient aristocracy. Sir 
William Ashton ivas so much mtcrested in what he beheld, and 
ill considering the ceremonial of reception in case any circum- 
stance had been omitted, that he scarce he.ird his son Henry 
i-xclaim, “ There is another coach and six coining dov u the east 
road, papa — can they both belong to the Marquis of A 

At length, when the youngster had l. irly compelled ids atten- 
tion hy pulling his sleeve, 

" 11c turn’d his eyes, and, os bo turn’d, survey’d 

An awful vision ” 

Sure enough, another coach and six, witli four servants or out- 
riders in attendance, was descendmg tlie hdl from the eastward, 
at such a pace as made it doubtful winch of the carriages thus 
approaching from different quarters would first reach the gate at 
the extremity of the avenue. TTio one coach was green, the 
other blue ; and not the green and blue chariots in the Circus of 
Borne or Constantmoplc excited more turmoil among the citizens 


* See Note F. Middleton. Note by Jedediah Cleishbotham. 
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than the double apparition occasioned in the mind of the Lord 
Keeper. We all remember the terrible exclamation of the d}iiig 
profligate, when a friend, to destroy what he supposed the hypo- 
chondriac idea of a spectre appearing in a certain shape at a 
given hour, placed before him a pci-son dressed up m the manner 
he described. “ Mon Dieu said the expiring sinner, who, it 
seems, saw both the real and polygraphic apparition — U y en 
a deux 

Tlie surprise of the Lord Keeper was scarcely less uripleasing 
at the duplication of the expected arrival ; Ins mind misgave 
him strangely. There was no neighbour who would have ap- 
proached so iiiicereinoniously, at a time i\hen ceremony was held 
in such respect. It must be Lady Ashton, said liis conscience, 
and followed up the litnt with an uiimous anticipation of the pur- 
pose of her siuhlen and unannounced return. He felt that he 
was caught “m the iiianiier.” That the company in uliich she 
had HO unluckily surprised him w.w likely to highly distasteful 
to her, there ivaa no question ; and the only hope which remained 
for him was her high sense of ilignifieil propriety, winch, he 
trusted, might prevent a pubhc explosion. Hut so active were 
}n.s doubts and fears, as altogetJier to derange his [»ur])ostd ccru- 
iiioin.ll foi the is'ception of the M.irqui 8 . 

These feelings of apprehension were not confined to Sir William 
Ashton. “It IS my mother — it is iny iiiolher said Lucy, 
turning as pale as ashes, and clasping her liaiuls together as she 
looked at Ravenswood. 

And if it be Lady Ashton,” said her lover to her in a low 
tone, “ wliat can he tlio occasion of such .ilarm ’--Surely the 
return of a hnly to the family from which she h.is been so long 
.ihseiit, should excite other sensations than those of fear and 
dcsiiiay.” 

“ You do not know my mother,” said Miss Ashton, in a tone 
almost hi I athlcss with terror; “what will she say when she secs 
you 111 this place 

“ Aly stay has been too long,” said Ravenswood, somewhat 
haughtily , “ if her displeasure at my presence is like )y to bo so 
formidable. My dear Luey,” he resumed, m a tone of soothing 
encouragement, “you are too cliildishly afraid of Lady Ashton; 
she IS a woman of family — a lady of fashion— a person who must 
know tlie world, and Avliat is due to her husband and her hus- 
band’s guests.” 

Luey shook her head ; and, as if her mother, still at the dLs- 
tance of half a mile, could have seen and scrutinized her deport 
ment, she withdrew herself from beside Ravenswood, and, taking 
lier brother Henry’s arm, led him to a different part of the 
terrace. The Keeper also shuffled down towards the portal of 
the great gate, without inviting Ravenswood to accompany him, 
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and thus ho remained standing alone on the terrace, deserted 
and shunned, as it were, by the inhabitants of the mansion. 

This suited not the mood of one who was proud in proportion 
to his poverty, and who thought that, in sacrificing his deep- 
rooted resentments so far as to become Sir William Ashton’s 
guest, he conferred a favour and received none. “ I can forgive 
Lucy,” he said to himself ; “ she is young, timid, and conscious 
of an important engagement assumed without her mother’s sanc- 
tion ; yet she should remember with whom it has been assumed, 
and leave me no reason to suspect that she is ashamed of her 
choice. For the Keeper, sense, spirit, and expression seem to 
have left his face and iiMnner since he had the first glimpse of 
Lady Ashton’s carriage I must watch how this is to end ; and, 
if they give mo reason to tliink myself an unwelcome guest, my 
visit is soon abridged.” 

With these suspicions floating on his mind, he left the terrace, 
and, walking towards the stables of the castle, gave directions 
that his horse should be kept in readiness, in case he should 
have occasion to nde abroad. 

In the meanwhile the drivers of the two carriages, tlie approach 
of which had occasioned so much dismay at the castle, had 
become aware of each other’s presence, as they approached upon 
different lines to the head of the avenue, as a common centre. 
Lady Ashton’s driver and postilions instantly received orders to 
|»et foremost, it possible, her ladyship being desirous of despatch- 
ing her first interview with her husband before the arrival of 
tlicpe guests, whoever they might happen to be. On the other 
hand, the coachman of the Marquis, conscious of his own dignity 
and tliat of his master, and observing the rival charioteer was 
mending his pace, resolved, like a true brother of the whip, 
whether ancient or modern, to vindicate his right of precedence. 
So that, to increase tho confusion of the Lord Kieper's under- 
standing, he saw the short time which remained for coTih'deration 
abridged by tho haste of the contending coachmen, who, fixing 
their eyes sternly on each other, and a]iplying the lash smartly 
to their horses, began to thunder down the descent witli emulous 
rapidity, while tho horsemen who attended them were forced to 
put on to a hand-gallop. 

Sir William’s only chance now remaining was the possibility 
of an overturn, and that his lady or viwter might break their 
necks. I am not aware that he formed any distinct wish on the 
subject, but I have no reason to think that his grief m either 
case would have been altogether inconsolable. This chance, 
however, also disappeared ; for Lady Ashton, though insensible 
to fear, began to see the ridicule of running a race with a visiter 
of distinction, the goal being tlie portal of her own castle, and 
commanded her coachman, as they approached tho avenue, to 
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slacken his pace, and allow precedence to the stranger’s equi- 
page ; a command which he gladly obeyed, as coming in time to 
save his honour, the horses of the Marquis’s carriage being 
better, or, at least, fresher than his own. He restrained his 
pace, therefore, and suffered the green coach to enter the avenue, 
with all its retinue, which pass it occupied with the speed of a 
whirlwind. The Marquis’s laced charioteer no sooner found tlic 
poi d’ aeance was granted to him, than he resumed a more 
deliberate pace, at which ho advanced midcr the embowering 
shade ut the lofty elms, surrounded by all the attendants ; while 
the carriage of Lady Ashton followed, still more slowly, at some 
distance. 

In the front of the castle, and beneath the portal which 
admitted guests into the inner court, stood Sir William Asliton, 
much perplexed m mmd, his younger sou and daughter beside 
hun, and m their rear a tram of attendants of various ranks, in 
and out of livery. The nobility and gentry of Scotland, at this 
period, were remarkable even to extravagance for tlie number 
of their servants, whose services were easily purchased in a 
country where men wore numerous beyond proportion to the 
means of employing them. 

The manners of a man, trained like Sir William Ashton, are 
too much at his command to remain long disconcerted with the 
most adverse concurrence of circumstances. He received tlie 
Marquis, as he alighted loom his e(|uipage, with the usual com- 
pliments of welcome ; and, as he ushered liini into the great hall, 
expressed his hope that his journey had been pleasant. The 
Marquis was a tall, well-made man, with a thoughtful and intelli- 
gent countenance, and au ej e, in which Uic fire of ambition had 
for some years replaced tlie vivacity of youth ; a bold, proud 
expression of countenance, yet chastened by habitual caution, 
and the desire which, as the head of a party, he necessarily 
entertained of acquiring popularity. He answered with courtesy 
the courteous inquiries of the Lord Keeper, and was formally 
jiresented to Miss Ashton, in the course of which ceremony the 
Lord Keejicr gave tlie first symptom of what was chiefly occupy- 
ing his mmd, by introduemg his daughter as “ his wife. Lady 
Ashton.'’ 

Lucy blushed ; tho Marquis looked surprised at the extremely 
juvenile appearance of his hostess, and the Lord Keeper w'lth 
difficulty rallied himself so far as to explain. “ I should have 
said iny daughter, my lord ; but the truth is, that 1 saw Lady 
Ashton’s carriage enter the avenue shortly after your lordship’s, 
and ” 

“ Make no apology, my lord,” replied his noble guest ; “ let 
me entreat you will wait on your lady, and leave me to cultivate 
Miss Ashton’s acquaintance. I am shocked my people should 



188 


TALES OF MY LANDLORD. 


Imvo taken precedence of our hostess at her own gate ; but your 
lordship is a^vare, that I supposed Lady Ashton was still in the 
south. Permit me to beseech you will wave ceremony, and 
hasten to welcome her.” 

This was precisely what the Lord Keeper longed to do ; and he 
instantly profited by his lordship’s obliging permission. To see 
Lady Ashton, and encounter the first burst of her displeasure in 
private, might prepare her, in some degree, to receive her unwel- 
come guests with due decorum. As her carnage, therefore, 
stopped, tlie arm of the attentive husband was ready to assist 
Lady Asliton in disriountnig Looking as if she saw him not, 
she put his arm aside, iiid requested that of Captain Craigengelt, 
who stood by the coaci' with his laeed hat under his arm, having 
acted as enrnfiare serrente, or squire m attendance, during the 
journey. Taking hold of this respeetablo person’s arm as if to 
sujiport her, Lady Ashton traversed the court, uttering a word 
or two by way of direction to the servants, but not one to 
Sir William, wlio in vam endeavoured to attract her attention, 
as he rather followed than accompanied her into the hall, m 
which they found the ]\Iarqui.s in cdose eonvei’sation witli tlie 
Master of Ilavenswood : imey had taken the first opportunity of 
escaping There was embarrassment on every countenance 

except that of the MarquH of A ; for even Oraigmigclt’s 

impudence was hardly able to veil Jus fear of Ilavenswood, and 
the rest felt the aw-kw'ardness of tlie position in wliieh they were 
thus unexpectedly placed 

After w'aitmg a moment to bo presented by Sir William Ashton, 
the Marquis resolved to introdui'e Imuself. “ The Lord Keeper,” 
he said, bowing to Lady Ashton, “ has just mtioduced to me his 
daughter as his w’lfe — he might very easily present Lady Ashton 
as his daughter, so little does she differ iroin a hat I remember 
her some years since — Will she permit an old acquamtance the 
imvilegc of a guest 

He saluted the lady with too good a grace to apprehend a 
repulse, and then proceeded — “This Lady Ashton, i.. a peace- 
making visit, and therefore I presume to introduce m> cousin, 
the young Master of U iveiiswood, to your favourable notice.” 

Lady Ashton could not choose but curtsey ; but there was m 
her obeisance an air of haughtiness approaching to contemptuous 
repulse. Ravenswood could not choose but bow ; but his maimer 
retumed the scorn with which he had been greeted. 

“ Allow me,” she said, “ to present to youi lordship my friend.” 
Craigengelt, with the forward impudence which men of his cast 
mistake for ease, made a sliding bow to the Marquis, which he 
graced by a flourish of his gold-laced hut. The lady turned to 
her husband — “You and I, Sir William,” she said, and these 
were the first words she had addressed to him, “ ha\e acquired 
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new acquaintances since we parted — let me introduce tlie acqui- 
sition I have made to mine — Captain Craigengolt.” 

Another bow, and another flourish of tlie gold-laced hat, which 
was returned by the Lord Keeper without intimation of former 
recognition, and with that sort of anxious readiness, which inti- 
mated his wish, that peace and amnesty should take place betwixt 
the contending parties, including the auxiliaries on both sides. 
“ Let me introduce you to the Master of Ravenswood,” said he 
to (’ajitain Craigengelt, following up the same amicable system. 
But the Master drew up his tall form to the full extent of his 
height, and without so much as looking towards the person tlius 
introduced to him, he said, in a marked tone, “ Captain Craigen- 
gelt and I are already perfectly well acquainted with each other. ’ 

‘^Perfectly — perfectly,” replied the ('aptuin, in a mumbling 
tone, like that of a double echo, and with a flourish of his hat, the 
circumference of which was greatly abridged, compared with 
those which had so cordially graced liis introduction to the Mar- 
quis and the Lord Keeper. 

Lockhard, followed by three menials, now enti^rcd with wine 
and refreshments, winch it was the lashioii to offer as a whet 
before dinner; and when they were placed before the guests. 
Lady Ashton made an apology for witlnlraw mg her husband from 
tlieni for some minutes upon business of special import. Tho 
Marquis, of course, requested her ladyship would lay herself under 
no restraint ; and Craigengelt, bolting with speed a second glass 
of racy canary, hastened to lca^e the loom, feeling no great plea- 
sure in the prospect of being loft alone with the Marquis of A 

and the Master of JLivcnswood; the presence of the former hold- 
ing him m awe, and that of the latter in bodily terror. 

Some aiTangeiiieiits about his horse and baggage formed the 
pretext for his .sudden retreat, in which he persevered, although 
Lady A.sliton gave Lockhard orders to bo careful most particu- 
larly to accommodate Captain Craigengelt with all the attendance 
which he could possibly require. The Alarquis and the Master of 
Ravenswood were thus left to communicate to each other their 
remarks upon the reception which they had met with, « hilc Lady 
Ashton led the way, ayd her lord followed somewhat like a con- 
demned criminal, to her ladyship's dressing-room. 

So soon as the spouses had both entered, her ladyship gave way 
to that fierce audacity of temper, which she had with difficulty 
suppressed, out of respect to appearances. She shut the door 
behind the alarmed Lord Keeper, took the key out of the spring- 
lock, and with a countenance which years had not bereft of its 
haughty charms, and eyes which spoke at once resolution and 
resentment, she addressed her astounded husband in these words : 
— “My lord, I am not greatly surprised at the connections you 
have been pleased to form during my absence — they axe entirely 
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in conformity with your birth and breeding ; and if I did expect 
any thing else, I heartily own my error, and that I merit, by having 
done so, the disappointment you had prepared for me/’ 

" My dear Lady Ashton — my dear Eleanor,” said the Lord 
Keeper, “ listen to reason for a moment, and I will convince 
vou I have acted with all the regard due to the dignity, as well 
as the interest, of my family.” 

“ To the interest of your family I conceive you perfectly 
capable of attending,” returned the indignant lady, “ and oven to 
the dignity of your own family also, aa far as it requires any 
looking after — But as mine happens to bo inextricably involved 
with it, you will excuse me if 1 choose to give my own attention 
80 far as that is concern- d.” 

" W liat would you have, Lady Ashton *” said the husband — 

What IS it that displeases you ? Why is it that on jonr return 
after so long an absence, I am arraigned m this maimer ?” 

“ Ask your own conscience, Sir William, what has prompted 
you to become a renegade to your political party and opinions, 
and led you, for what I know, to be on the point of marrying 
your only daughter to a beggarly Jacobite bankrupt, the invete- 
rate enemy of your family to the boot.” 

“Wliy, what in the name of common sense and common 
civility, would you have me do, madam 1 ” answered her 
husband — “ Is it possible for me, with ordinary decency, to turn 
a young gentleman out of my house, w'ho saved my daughter’s 
life and ray own, but the other morning as it were ? ” 

“ Saved your life ! I have heard of that story,” said the lady 
— “the Lord Keeper ivas scared by a dun cow, and he takes the 
young fellow who killed her for Guy of Warwick - - any butcher 
from Haddington may soon have an equal claim on jour hospi 
tabty.” 

“Lady Ashton,” stammered tlie Keeper, “ this is ii-tolerahle 
— and when I am desirous, too, to make you e.>'' by any 
sacrifice — if you would but tell me what \ou would be at ” 

“ Go down to your guests,” said the imperious daiiu , “ and 
make your apology to Ravens wood, that the arrival of Caphim 
Craigengclt and some other friends, renders it impossible for you 
to offer him lodgings at the castle — 1 expect young Mr Hayston 
of Bucklaw.” 

“ (lood heavens, madam !” ejaculated her husband — “ Ravens- 
wood to give place to Craigengelt, a common gambler and an 
informer 1 — it was all I could do to forbear desiring the fellow to 
get out of my house, and I was much surpiised to see him in 
your ladyship’s tram.” 

“ Since you saw him there, you might be well assured,” an- 
swered tills meek helpmate, “ that he was proper society. Aa to 
this Baveiiswood, he only meets with the treatment which, to my 
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certain knowledge, he gave to a much-valued friend of mine, 
who had the misfortune to be his guest some time since. But 
take your resolution ; for, if Ravenswood does not quit the house, 
I will.” 

Sir William Ashton paced up and down the apartment in Bie 
most distressmg agitation ; fear, and shame, and anger eontending 
agamst the habitual deference ho was in the use of rendering to 
hia lady. At length it ended, as is usual with timid lumds 
placed m such circumstances, in lus adopting a mezzo tei mine, a 
middle measure. 

“ I tell you frankly, madam, I neither can nor will be guilty of 
the incivility ^ou jiropose to the Master of Ravenswood — he has 
not deserved it at my hand. If yon will be so unreasonable as to 
insult a man of quality under your own roof, 1 cannot prevent 
you ; but I will not at least be the agent in such a preposterous 
proceeding.” 

“ You will not ? ” asked the lady. 

“ No, by heavens, madam ! ” her husband rephed ; “ ask me 
any thing congruent with common decency, as to drop his 
acquaintance by degrees, or the like — but to bid him leave my 
house 18 what 1 will not, and cannot consent to.” 

Then the task of supporting the huiioiir of the family will 
fall on mo, as it has often done before,” said the lady. 

She sat down, and hastily wrote a few lines. The Lord 
Keeper made another effort to prevent lier taking a step so 
decisive, just as she opened the door to call her temale attendant 
from the anteroom. “ Think what you arc doing, Lady Ashton 
— you are making a mortal enemy of a young nun, who is hke 
to liave the ineaus of harniing us ” 

“Did ^ou ever know a Douglas who feaied an enemy?” 
answered the lady contemptuously. 

“Ay, hut ho is as proud and vindictive as an hundred 
Douglasses, and an hundred devils to boot. Think of it for a 
night only.” 

“ Not for another moment,” answered the lady; — “here, Mrs 
Patullo, giv<> this billet to young Ravenswood.” 

“ To tlie Master, madam ?” said Mrs Patullo. 

“ Ay, to the Master, if you call him so.” 

“ I wash my hands of it entirely,” said the Keeper ; “ and I 
shall go down into the garden, and see that Jardine gathers the 
winter fruit for the dessert,” 

“ Do so,” said the lady, looking after him with glances of 
infinite contempt ; “ and thank God tliat you leave one behind 
you as fit to protect the honour of tlie family, as jou are to look 
after pippins and pears.” 

The Lord Keeper remained long enough in the garden to 
give her ladyship’s mind time to explode, and to let, as he thought. 
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at least the first violence of Ravenswood’s displeasiire blow over. 

When he entered the hall, he found the Marquis of A 

giving orders to some of his attendants. He seemed in high 
displeasure, and interrupted an apology which Sir William had 
commenced, for having left his lordship alone. 

“I presume, Sir William, you are no stranger to this singular 
billc t with which my kinsman of Ravenswood ” (an emphasis on 
the word my') “ has been favoured by your lady — and, of course, 
that you are prepared to receive my adieus — My kinsman is 
already gone, h.iving thought it unnecessary to offer any on his 
part, since all former civditics had been cancelled by this singular 
insult.” 

“ I protest, my lord,’’ .lid Sir William, holding the billet in 
his hand, “ I am not pr, fy to the contents of this Ictti'r. I 
know Lady Ashton is a wann-teinpered and prejudiced woman, 
and I am sincerely sorry for any offence that has been given 
or taken; but T hope your lordship will consider that a 
lady ” 

“ Should bear herself towards persons of a certain rank witli 
the breeding of one,” said the Marquis, completing tlie half 
uttered sentence. 

‘*True, my lord,” said the unfortunate Keeper; “but Lady 
Ashton is still a woman ” 

“ And as such, niethinks,” said the Marquis, again interrupting 
him, “should be taught the duties which correspond to her 
station. But here she comes, and I will learn from her own 
mouth the reason of this extraordinary and unexpected affront 
offered to my near relation, while both he and 1 were her lady- 
ship’s guests.” 

Lady Ashton accordingly entered the apartment at this 
moment. Her dispute with Sir William, and a subsequent inter- 
view witli her daughter, had not prevented her from attending to 
the duties of her toilette. She appeared in full dres-s ; and, from 
the character of her countenance and manner, well beuo le tbo 
splendour with which ladies of quaUty tli> n appeared on such 
occasions. ’ 

The Marquis of A bowed haughtily, and she returned tlie 

salute with equal pride and distance of demeanour. He then 
took from the passive hand of Sir William Asliton the billet he 
had given him the moment before he approached the lady, and 
was about to speak, when she interrupted him. “ I perceive, my 
lord, you are about to enter upon an unjilf'asant subject. I am 
.sorry any such should have occurred at this time, to interrupt, in 
the slightest degree, the respectful reception due to your lordship 
— but so it is. — Mr Edgar Ravenswood, for whom I have 
addressed the billet in your lordship’s hand, has abused the 
hospitality of this family, and Sir William Ashton’s softness of 
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temper, in oi’dcr to seduce a young person into engagements 
without her parent’s consent, and of whicli they never can 
approve.” 

Both gentlemen answered at once, — “ My kinsman is inca- 
pable ” said the Lord Marquis. 

“ I am confident that my daughter Lucy is still more inca- 
jiahle ” said the Lord Keeper. 

Lady Ashton at once interrupted, and replied to them both. — 
“ My Lord Marquis, your kinsman, if Mr Raveiiswood has the 
honour to be so, has made the attempt privately to secure the 
affections of this joung and inexperienced girl. Sir William 
Ashton, your daughter lias been simple enough to give more 
enooufagoiuciit than slu* ought to have done to so \ cry improper 
a suitor.” 

“ And I think, madam,” said the Lord Kciqier, losing his 
accustomed temper and patience, “that if ^i>u had nothing 
better, to tell us, you had better have kept this himily secret to 
yourself also.” 

“You will pardon me. Sir William,” said the lady, calmly; 
“ the noble Alarquis has a right to Know the cause of the treat- 
ment I have found it necessary to use to a gentleman whom ho 
calls his blood-relation ” 

“It IS a cause,” muttered the Lord Keeper, “w’hich has 
emerged since the effect has taken place ; for, it it exists at all, I 
am sure she know nothing of it when her letter to Ilavenswood 
was written.” 

“It 19 the first time that I have heard of this,” said the 
Marquis ; “ but since your ladyship has tabled a subject so 
delicate, permit me to sr.y, tliat my kinsman's birth and connec- 
tions entitled him to a patient hearing, and at least a civil 
refusal, even in case of his being so ambitious as to raise his e>cB 
to the daughter of Sir William Ashton.” 

“ You will ri’collect, my lord, of what blood Miss Lucy Ashton 
is come by the mother’s side,” said the lady. 

“ 1 do remember your descent — from a younger branch of the 
house of Angus,” said the Marquis — “and your ladyship — 
forgive me lady — ought not to forget that the Ravens woods 
have thrice intermarried with the main stem. Come, madam — 

I know how matters stand — old and long-fostered prejudices are 
difficult to get over — I make every allowance for them — f 
ought not, and I would not olherwiso liave suffered my kinsman 
to depart alone, expelled, in a manner, from this house — but I 
had hopes of being a mediator. 1 am still unwilling to leave you 
in auger — and shall not set forward till after noon, as 1 rejoin 
the Master of Ravenswood upon the road a few miles from hence. 
Let us talk over this matter more coolly.” 

“ It is what I anxiously desire, my lord,’’ said Sir William 

VOL. VIII. N 
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Abhton, eagerly. “ Lady Ashton, we ^\ill not permit iny liOrd of 

A to leave us in disple.tsure. We must compel him to 

tarry dinner at the castle.” 

“ The castle,” said the lady, “ and all that it contains, are at 
the command of the Marquis, so long as he chooses to honour it 
with his residence ; but touching tlie farther discussion of this 
d’sagreoahle topic ” 

“ Pardon me, good madam,” said the Marquis ; “ but I cannot 
allow you to express any hasty lesolution on a subject so impor- 
tant. I see that more company is airiving ; and since I have the 
good fortuiK hi renew iiiy former acquaintance with l.adj Ashton, 
T hope she will give u.e leave to avoid perilling what 1 pri/o so 
highly upon any disagi* able subject ot discussion — at least, till 
v\e have talked over iiu i - pleasant topics.” 

The lady smiled, ciutsied, and gave her hand to the Marquis, 
by whom, with all the loi-mal gallantry of the time, which did 
not permit the guest to tuck the lady of the house under the 
arm, as a nistie does his sweetheart at a wake, she was ushered 
to the eating-room 

Here they were joined by Bucklaw, Craigengclt, and other 
neighboui's whom the Lord Keeper had previously invited to 

meet the Marquis of A . An apology, founded upon .1 

slight indisposition, w.is alleged as an eveuse tor the absence ol 
Miss Ashton, whose seat appeared unoccupied. The enter- 
tamment was splendid to piofusioii, and was protracted till a 
late hour. 


CHAPTER XXIII. 


Siuc'li was oiir f.illcii f.utier's fate, 
ct bcttiT than mine own ; 

He 'Imred iii.s exile with Ins mate, 

1 ’ni banish’d forth alone 

WAU.Bn 

I WILL not attempt to describe the mixture of indignation and 
regret with which Ikiv t iiswood lolt tlio scat vvlneh had belonged 
to his ancestors. The terms in which Lady Ashton’s billet was 
couched rendered it impossible for him, without being deficient 
ill that spint of which he perhaps had too mucli, to remain an 
instant longer within its walls. The Marquis, who had his shai-o 
in the affront, was, nevertheless, still willing to make some effbi’ts 
at conciliation. He tlierefore suffered his kinsman to depart 
alone, making him promise, however, tliat lie would wait for him 
at the small inn called the TodVhole, situated, as our readers 
may be pleased to recollect, half way betwixt Ravenswood 
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Castle and Wolf’s Crag, and about five Scottish miles di'^tant 
from each. Here the Marquis proposed to jom the Master ( f 
I{a\enswood, either that night or the next morning. His own 
feelings would have induced him to have left the castle dircctlx, 
but he was loath to forfeit, without at least one effort, tlie 
advantages which he had proposed from his visit to the Lord 
Keeper ; and the Mask'r of llavenswood was, even in the ver\ 
heat of his resentment, unwilling to foreclose any chance of 
reconciliation which might arise out of the partiality which Su 
William Ashton had shewn towards him, as well as the interces- 
sory arguments of his noble kinsman. He hmiscJf departiMi 
without a moment’s delay, farther than was necessary to make 
tins anangement. 

At first ho spuiTed his horse at a quick pace through an 
avenue of the park, as if, by rapidity ol motion, ho could stupifv 
the eoiifiision of feelings with which ho was assailcfl. But as the 
roa’d grew w'lldcr and more sequosttTed, and when the trees had 
hidden the tun-ets of the castle, he giailually slackeui'd Ins pace, 
ius if to indulge the painlul ixiflectious whicli he laid in vam 
endeavoured to repress. The path m wliieh he found himself led 
him to the Mcrmaideii’s Fountain, and to the cottage of Alice ; 
and tlie fatal influence w'IikIi superstitious belief attaclied to the 
former spot, as ivcll as the admonitions which had been in vam 
offered to him by the inhabitant of the kilter, forci'd themselves 
upon his memory. “ Old saws speak truth,” ho said to himsell ; 
*‘aud the Mcrmaideii’s Well has indeed witnessed the last act 
of rashness of the heir of llavenswood. — Alice spoke well,” he 
continued, “and I am in the situation which she foretold — or 
rather, 1 am more deeply dishonoured — not the dependant and 
ally of the destroyer of my father’s house, as the old sibyl pre- 
saged, but tlv degraded wretch, who has aspired to hold that 
subordinate character, and has been rejected with disdain.” 

We are liomid to tell the tale as we have received it; and, con- 
‘'iilering thi «listance of the time, and propensity of those through 
whoso mouths it has passed to the marvellous, this could not 
be called a Scottish story, unless it manifested a tinge ol Scottish 
siiperatition. As llavenswood approached the solitary fountain, 
he is said to have met with the following singular advi'iituro : — 
His horse, which was moving slow'ly forward, suddenly inkr- 
rupted its steady and composed pace, snorted, reared, and, though 
urged by the spur, refused to procei'il, as if some object of terror 
had suddenly presented itself. On looking to the fountain, 
Ravenswood discerned a female figure, dressed in a wlnte, or 
rather greyish mantle, placed on tlie very spot on winch Lucy 
Ashton had reclined while listening to the fatal tale of love. His 
immediate impression was, that she had conjectured by which 
path he would traverse the park on liis departure, and placed 
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Iior&elf at this well-known and sequestered place of rendezvous, 
to indulge her own sorrow and hia ui a parting interview. In 
this belief he jumped from his horse, and, makiug its bridle fast 
to a tree, walked hastily towards the fountain, pronouncing 
eagerly, yet under hia breath, the words, “ Miss Ashton ! — 
Lucy !” 

The figure turned as ho addressed it, and displayed to hia 
wondering eyes the features, not of Lucy Asliton, but of old 
blind Alice. The singularity of her dress, which rather resembled 
a shroud than the garment of a living woman — the appearance 
of her person, larger, as it struck him, than it usually seemed to 
be- — above all, the strange circumstance of a blind, infirm, and 
decrepit person being found alone and at a distance from her 
habitation, (considerable, if her infii'mities be taken into account,) 
combined to impress him with a feeling of wonder approaching to 
fear. As he approached, she arose slowly from her seat, held her 
shrivelled hand up as if to prevent Ins coming more near, and her 
withered lips moved fast, altliough no sound issued from them. 
Ravenswood stopped ; and as, after a moment’s pause, he again 
advanced towards her, Alice, or her apparition, moved or glided 
backwards towards the thicket, still keeping her face turned 
towards hun. The trees soon hid the form from his sight ; and, 
yielding to the strong and terrific impression that the being 
which lie had seen was not of this world, the Master of Ravens- 
wood remained rooted to the ground whereon he had stood when 
ho caught his last view of her. At length, summoning up his 
courage, ho advanced to the spot on which the figure had seemed 
to be seated; but neither W'as there pressure of the grass, nor any 
other circumstance, to induce him to believe that what he had 
seen was real and substantial. 

Full of those strange thoughts and confused apprehensions 
which awake in the bosom of one who conceives he has witnessed 
some preternatural appearance, the Master of Ravenswood walked 
back towards his hoi’se, frequently however looking bclrad him, 
not without appreheusion, as if expecting that the vision would 
re-appear. But the apparition, whether it was real, or whether 
it was the creation of a heated and agitated imagination, returned 
not again ; and he found his horse sweating and terrified, as if 
experiencing that ^ony of fear, with whicli the presence of a 
snpematural being is supposed to agitate tlie brute creation. The 
Master mounted, and rode slowly forward, soothing his steed from 
time to time, w'liile the animal seemed internally to shrink and 
shudder, as if expecting some new object of fear at the opening of 
every glade. The rider, after a moment’s consideration, resolved 
to investigate the matter farther. “ Can my eyes have deceived 
me,” he said, and deceived me for such a space of time ? — Or 
are this woman’s infirmities but feigned, in order to excite com- 
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passion ? — And even then, her motion resembled not tliat of a 
living and existing person. Must 1 adopt the popular creed, and 
think tiiat the unhappy being lias formed a league with tlie 
powers of darkness ? — 1 am- determined to be resolved — I will 
not brook imposition even from my own eyes.” 

In tins uncertainty he rode up to the little wicket of Alice’s 
garden. Her scat beneatli the birch-treo was vaeaiit, though the 
day was pleasant, and the sun was high. He approached the 
hut, and heard from within the sobs and wailing of a female. No 
answer was returned when ho knocked, so that, after a moment’s 
pause, he lifted the latch and entered. It was indeed a house of 
solitude and sorrow. .Stretched upon her miserable pallet lay the 
corpse of the last retainer of the house of Riivenswood, who still 
abode on their paternal doinanis ' Life had but shortly departed; 
and the httlo girl, by whom she had been attended in her last 
moments, w'as w-nugiiig her hands and sobbing, betwixt childish 
fear 'and sorrow, over the body of her mistress. 

The Master of Rivensw'ood had some difficulty to compose the 
terrors of the poor child, whom his unexpected appearance had at 
hrst rather appalled than comforted , and when he succeeded, the 
hrst expression which the girl used intimated that “ he had come 
too late.” Ujion inquiring the meaning of this expression, he 
learned that the deceased, upon the hrst attack of tlic mortal 
agonv, had sent a peasant to the casllo to beseech an interview of 
flic Master of llavciiswood, and had expre&s(>d the utmost impa- 
tience for Ins return. lJut the incssongei-s of the poor are tardy 
and n< gUgent : tlio fellow had not reached the castle, as was 
afterwards learned, until llavciiswood had left it, and had then 
found too iniich aniuscnieut among tlio retinuo of the strangers 
to return in .iny hasto to the cottage of Aliee. Meantime her 
anxiety of mind seemed to increase with the agony of her body; 
and, to use the phrase of liable, her only attcuidant, “ she prayed 
powerfully that she might see her master’s son once more, and 
renew her w arning.” She died just as the clock in the distant 
village tolled one; and Raveiiswood remembered, witli internal 
sliudderingH, that he had heard the chime sound through the 
w'ood just before he had .seen what he was now much disjioscd to 
consider as the spectre of the deceased. 

It was necessary, as well from his respect to tlie departed as in 
common humanity to her terrified attendant, that he should take 
some measures to relieve the girl from her distressing situation. 
The deceased, ho understood, had expressed a desire to be buried 
in a solitary elinrchyard, near tlie little inii of the Tod’s-hole, 
called the Hermitage, or more commonly Amiitage, in which lay 
interred some of tlie Ravenswood family, and many of tlieir 
followers. Ravenswood conceived it his duty to gratify this 
predilection, so coinmoiily found to exist among the Scottish 
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peasantry, and despatched Babie to the neighbonring village to 
procure the assistance of some females, assuring her tliat, in the 
meanwhile, he would himself remain with the dead body, which, 
as m Thessaly of old, it is accounted highly unfit to leave without 
a watch. 

Thus, in the course of a quarter of an hour or little more, he 
'’ound himself sitting a solitary guard over the inanimate corpse of 
her, whose dismissed spirit, unless his eyes Iiad strangely deceived 
him, had so recently manifested itself before him. Notw ithstanding 
his natural courage, the Maxtor was considerably affected by a 
concurrence of circumstinces so cxti*aordmary. “ She died 
expressiing her eager desire to see me. Can it be, then,” — was 
his natural course of r< flection — " can strong and earnest wishes, 
formed during the last ..gony of nature, survive its catastrophe, 
surmount the awful bounds of the spiritual world, and place before 
us its inhabituits in the hues and colouring of life ? — And why 
was that manifested to the eye which could not unfold its tale to 
the ear * — and wherefore should a breach be made m the laws of 
n.iture, yet its purpose remain unknown ? Vain questions, which 
only death, when it shall make me hke the pale and withered form 
before me, can ever resolve.” 

He laid a cloth, as he spoke, over the lifeless face, upon whoso 
features he felt unwilling any longer to dwell. Ho then took his 
place ill an old cawed oaken chair, ornamented with his own 
armorial bearings, which Ahi*e had contrived to appropriate to 
her own use in the pillage which took place among creditors, 
officers, domestics, and rnesseiigera of the law, when his father 
left Ravciibwood Castle for the last time. Thus seated, he 
haiiished, as much as ho could, the superstitious feelings which 
the late mcideiit maturally inspired. His own were sad enough, 
without the evaggevation of supernatural tenor, since lie fouiicL 
himseli traiisfewcd from the .situat’on ol a suciessfid lover of 
Lucy Ashton, and an honoured and respected fiierid ot I.er father, 
into the mehuicholy and solitary guardian of the abao.^ •ned and 
forsaken corpse of a common paiqier. 

He was relieved, however, Iroin his sad office sooner than he 
could reasonably have expected, considering th> distance b Awixt 
the but of the deceased and the village, and Sio age and infirmities 
of three old women, who came from thence, in military phrase, to 
i*elieve guard upon the body of the defunct. On any other occa- 
sion the speed of those reverend sibyls would have been much 
more moderate, for the first was eighty \ears of age and upwards, 
the second was pai-alytic, and the third lame of a leg from some 
accident. But tiie burial duties rendered to the deceased, arc, to 
the Scottish peasant of either sex, a labour of love. I know not 
whetlier it is from the temper of the people, grave and enthusiastic 
as it certainly is, or from the recollection of the ancient Catholic 
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opinions, when the funeral rites were always considered as a 
period of festival to the living; but feasting, good cheer, and even 
inebriety, were, and are, the frequent accompaniments of a 
Scottish old-fashioned btinajl. What the funeral feast, or dinjiCf 
as it IS called, was to the men, the gloomy preparations of the d«^ail 
body for the <‘offiii w’crc to the women. To straight the contorted 
limte upon a board used for that melancholy purpose, to array 
the corpse in clean linen, and over that in its woollen shroud, were 
operations committed always to the old mati-ons of the village, and 
111 which they found a singular and gloomy delight. 

The old women paid the M.istcr their salutations with a ghastly 
smile, which reminded him of the meeting betwivt Macbeth and 
the witches on the blasted heath of Forres. lie ga\e the;m some 
money, and I'ecommendcd to them the charge of tlie dead body of 
their contemporary, an ofliee which they willingly undertook ; 
intimating to him, at the same time, that he must leave the hut, 
in order tliat they might begin their mournful duties. Itaveiis- 
wood readily agreed to depart, only tarrying to roeommend to 
them due attention to the body, and to recen e mfonnation where 
he was to find the sexton, or beadle, who had m charge the de- 
serted church} ard of the Armitage, in order to prepai’e matters 
for the reception of old Alice m the place of repose which she liad 
selected for herself. 

“ Ye’ll no be pinched to find out Johnie Mortsheugh,” said the 
elder sibyl, and still her Avithered cheek bore a grisly sniilr, — 
“ ho dwells near the Tod’s hole, a house of entertainment where 
there has been mony a blythe bu’lmg — for death and drink-dram- 
ing are near neighbours to ane amther ” 

“ Ay ! and tlut 's e’en true, cummer,” said the lame hag, 
propping herself with a crutch which supported the shortness of 
her left leg, ‘‘ for I imnd when the t.ilher of this Master of 
ILivcnswood that is iioav standing before ns, stacked young Black - 
hall Avith his whinger, for a wraiig word said ower their wine, or 
brandy, or what not — he gaed in as light as .i Lark, and he came 
out wi’ his feet toremost. 1 ivas at the winding of the coipse; 
and when the blind w'as washed olf, ho was a homiy boiik of man’s 
body.” 

It may easily be belu'ved, that this ill-timed anecdote hastened 
the Master’s puiposo of quitting a company so evil-omened and 
so odious. Yet, while ivalking to the tree to Avliich his horse was 
tied, and busying himself with adjusting tlic girths of tlie saddle, 
he could not avoid hearing, through the hedge of the little garden, 
a conversation respecting himself betwixt the lame Avoman and 
the octogenarian sibyl. The pair had hobbled into the garden 
to gather roscoiary, soutliemAvood, rue, and ether plants proper 
to be strewed upon the body, and burned by way of fumigation 
in the chimney of tlio cottage. The paralytic wretch, dmost 
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exhausted by the journey, was left {^nard ppon the corpse, lest 
witches or fiends nii^ht play their sport with it. 

The follow inj? low croaking dialogue was necessarily overheard 
by the Master of Ravenswood : — 

“That’s a fivsh and full-grown hemlock, Annie Winnie — 
mony a cummer lang syne wad hao sought uae better horse to 
flee over hill and how, through mist and moonlight, and hght 
down in the King of Fiance’s cellar.” 

“ Ay, cummer 1 but the very deil has turned as hard-hearted 
now as the Lord Keeper, and the gnt folk that h.ic breasts like 
whin-stane I'uey prick us and they pine us, and they pit us on 
the pinny winkles for witches ; and, if T say my prayers backwards 
ten times ower, Satan w >1! never gie me amends o’ them.” 

“ Did ye ev er see the t ul thief asked her neighbour. 

“Na!” replied the other spokeswoman; “but 1 trow I hao 
dreamed of him mony a time, and I think the day will come they 
will burn me for ’t. — But ne’er mind, cummer! wo hae this 
dollar of the Master’s, and we’ll send doun for bread aild for yill, 
tobacco, and a drap brandy to bum, and a wee pickle saft sugar 
— and bo tliere deil, or iiae deil, lass, we ’ll hae a merry night 
o ’t.” 

Here her leathern chops uttoi’cd a sort of cackling ghastly laugh, 
resembling, to a certain degioe, the ery of the screech-owl. 

“lie’s a frank man, and a free-handed man, the Master,” 
said Annie Winnie, “and a comely personage— broad m tlu' 
shoutliers, and narrow around the lungies — be wad inak a bonny 
corpse — I wad like to hao the streaking and winding o’ liiin.” 

“ It IS wTittcn on Ins brow, Annie Winnie,” returned the octo- 
genarian, her compaiuoii, “ tliatliand of w'oman, or of man either, 
will never .straught him — dead-deal will never be laid on his back 
— make you your market of that, for I hae it frac a sure hand.” 

“ Will it be his lot to die on the battle-groood the'i, Ailsio 
Gourlay ? — Will he die by the sword ©r the ball, as his forbears 
liae dune before him, mony ano o’ them V’ 

“ Ask nao mair questions about it — he 'i' no be graced sae far,” 
replied the 

“ I ken ye iii’o wiser than ither folk, Ailsio Gourlay — But wha 
toll’d ye tliLS ?” 

“ Fushna your thumb about that, Annie Winnie,” answered 
the sibyl — “I hae it frae a hand sure aneugli.” 

“ But ye said ye never saw tiie foul thief,” reiterated her inqui- 
sitive companion. 

“ I hae it frac assure a hand,” said Ailsio, “ and frae them that 
spaed Ins fortune before the sark gaod ower his head.” 

“ Hark ! I hear his horse’s feet riding aft'/’ KiiJ the otlier ; 
“they dinna sound as if good luck was wi’ them.” 

“ Mali haste, Eli’s, ” cried the pai’al} tic hag from the cottage. 
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“and let us do what is needfu’, and say what is fitting ; for if tlie 
dead corpse binna straughted it will giru and thraw^and that will 
fear the best o’ us.” 

Havenswood was now out of hearing. lie despised most of the 
ordinary prejudices about witchcraft, omens, and vaticination, to 
w'luch his age and country still gave such implicit credit, that to 
express a doubt of tliera, was accounted a crime equal to the 
unbelief of Jews or Saracens; he knew also that the prevail- 
ing belief concerning witches, operating upon the hypochondriac 
habits of tliose whom age, infirmity, and poverty rendered liable 
to suspicion, and enforced by the fear of deatli, and the pangs of 
the most cruel tortures, often extorted those confessions which 
encumber and disgrace the criminal records of Scotland during 
the seventeenth century. But the vision of that morning, whether 
ical or iniaginaiy, hail impressed his mind with a superstitious 
feeling whi< h he m vain endeavoured to shake off. The nature 
of tlic business which awaited him at the little inn, called TodV- 
hole, Where he soon after arrived, was not of a kind to restore his 
spirits. 

It was necessary he should see IMortsheugh, the sexton of the 
old hunal-ground at Armitage, to arrange matters for the tuneral 
of Alice ; and ius the man dwelt near the place of her late resi- 
dence, the Master, after a slight refreshment, w'alked towards the 
place where the body of Alice was to he deposited. It was 
situated in the nook formed by tlie eddying sweep of a stream, 
which issued fioni the ad|Oiiuiig hills. A rude cavern in an 
adjacent rock, which, in the interior, was cut into the shape of a 
cross, formed the hermitage, where some Sa.\oii saint had m 
ancient times done penance, and given name to the place. The 
rich Abbey of Colduigliame had, in latter days, established a 
cliapid in tile neighbourhood, of which no vestige w’as now visible, 
though the duirehyard which surrounded it was still, as upon 
the present occa.siori, used for the interment of particular per- 
s,ons. One or two shattered yew-trees still grew within the 
precincts of that which had once been holy ground. Warriors 
and barons hud been buried there of old, but their names were 
forgotten, and their raonuraents demolished. The only sepul- 
chral memorials which remained, were the upright hi'iidstoiies 
w'hich mark tlie graves of persons of inferior rank. The abode 
of the sexton was a solitary cottage adjacent to the ruined wall 
of the cemetery, but so low, that, with its thatch, which nearly 
reached tlie ground, covered with a thick crop of grass, fog, and 
house-leeks, it resembled an overgrown grave. On mquirj, 
however, Bavenswood found that the man of the last mattock was 
absent at a bridal, being fiddler as well as grave-digger to the 
vicinity. He therefore retired to the little inn, leaving a message, 
tliat early next morning he would again call for Uie person 
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whose double occupation connected him at once widi the house 
of mourning and the house of feasting. 

An outrider of the Marquis arrived at Tod’s-hole shortly after, 
with a message, intimating that his Alaster would join Ravens- 
wood at that place on the following morning; and the Master, 
who would otbei'wise have proceeded to Ins old retreat at Wolf’s 
Ci’ag, remained tliere accordingly, to give meeting to his noble 
kinsman. 


CHAPTER XXIV. 

Iliimh't ITns tins fellow no fi-olnig of hm business ’ — be sings at grave making 

I'm (itu) Cuslom liatli rn.nl t in bim a profiertv of easiiie‘»s 

HamUt ’Tis e’en so the 'i.<nA of little employment hath the daintier sense 

Unmkt, Act V Sand 

Tiir, sleep of Ravenswood was brolten by ghastly and agitating 
visions, suid bis waiving inb'rvals disturbed liy melancholy reflec- 
tions on tlio past, and painful anticipations of the future. Ho was 
perhaps the only traveller who ever slept m that miserable 
kennel witliout compUuiimg of his lodgings, or feeling incon- 
venience from their deficiencies, ft is wIkui “the mind is free 
the liody ’s dolieato.” Morning, howcvci*, found the Master an 
early riser, in hopes that the fresh air of tlie dawn might afford 
the refreshment which night had rofu«ed him. He took Ins way 
toward tlio solitary burul-ground, winch lay about half a mile 
from the inn. 

I'he thill blue smoke, w'lncli already began to curl upward, and 
to distinguish the cottage of the living from the habitation of the 
ilead, aiqirized him that its inmate had returiieil and was stirring. 
Accordingly, on entering the little ehurchyard, ho saiv the old 
man labouring in a half made grave. Al\ ifostiny, thought 
Ravenswood, seems to lead me to scenes of ftite and of death ; 
but these are childish thoughts, and thev sh.ill not ina'i' r me. I 
will not again suffer my luiagination to i, .‘guile my sen-es. — The 
old man resteibain his spade as the Master approached Inm, as if 
to receive his commands ; and as he did not iininediately peak, 
the sexton opened the discourse m liis own way. 

“ Ye will bo a wedding customer, sir, J ’so warrant ?” 

“ What makes you think so, friend *” replied the Master. 

“ 1 live by twa trades, sir,” replied the blithe old man ; “ fiddle, 
sir, and spade ; filling the world, and emptying of it ; and I 
suld keii baith cast of customei's by head-mark m thirty years’ 
practice.” 

“ You are mistaken, however, this morning,” replied Ravens- 
wood. 

“ Am I !” said tlie old man, looking keenly at him, “ troth 
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and it may be; since, for as brent as your brow is, there is 
homethin^ sitting upon it this day, that is as near akin to dcatii 
as to wedlock. Wcel, wcci ; die pick and shovel ait; as ready to 
your order as bow and fiddle.” 

“ I wish you,” said llavenswood, “ to look after the decent 
interment of an old woman, Alice Gray, who lived at the Craig- 
foot in llavenswood Park.” 

“ Alice Gray ! blind Alice !” said die sexton ; “and is she gane 
at last? that’s another jow of the bell to bid mo be ready. 1 
mind when Habbie Gray brought her down to tins land ; a likely 
lass she was then, luid looked over her southland nose at us a’. 
1 trow her pride got a downconie. And is she e’en gano 

“ She died yesterday,” said Itivenswood , “ and desired to be 
buried here, beside her husband; you know where lie lies, no 
doubt i’’ 

“ Ken where ho lies answered the sexton, with national uuli- 
reCtion of response, “ I ken wliai" a’ body lies, that lies here. 
But ye weie speaking o’ her grave > — Lord help us — it’s no an 
oi'dinar grave th.it will hand her in, it a ’s true that folk said ot 
Alice in her auld d.ays; and if 1 gac to six feet deep, —and a 
warlock’s grave shouldiia bo an meli uiair ebb, or her am witch 
cummers would soon whirl her out of her shroud tor a’ tlieir auld 
.xc<piaiiitanee — and be’t six feet, or be’t three, wha’s to pay the 
making o ’t, I pray ye 1” 

“ I will pay that, my friend, and all reasonable charges.” 

“Reasonable charges'” said the sexton; “ou, there’s gi*und- 
mail — and bcll-siller — (though the bell’s broken nae doubt) — 
and the kist — and my day’s wurk — and my bit ice — and some 
brandy and yill to the drigie — I am no thnikmg that jou can 
niter her, to ea’ decently, under saxteen pund Scuts.” 

“There i- the moiio^, my friend,” said llavenswood, “and 
something ovtr. Be sure jou know the gi.ive ” 

“ Yo’ll he ano o’ her English relations, I ’se wairant,” said the 
Jjoary inaii of skulls ; “ J liae heard she married far below her 
station; it was very right to let lier bite ou the bridle when she 
was living, and it’s very riglit to gic her a decent burial now 
she’s dead, lor that’s a matter o’ credit to yourscll ratlwr than to 
her. Folk may let their kindred shiit for themsells when they 
arc alive, and osii bear the burden ot their ain misdoings; but 
it’s an unnatural thing to let them be buried like dogs, when a’ 
the discreiht gangs to the kindred — what kens the dead corpse 
about it * ” 

“ You would not have people neglect their relations on a bridal 
occasion neither ?” said llavenswood, who was amused witli tlie 
professional hmitation of the grave-digger’s pliilanthropj. 

Tlie old man cast up liis sharp grey ejes with a shrewd smile, 
as if he understood the jest, but instantly continued, with his 
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former gravity, — “ Bridals — wha wad neglect bridjJs, that had 
ony regard for plenishing the earth 1 To bo sure, they suld be 
celebrated with all manner of good cheer, and meeting of friends, 
and musical instruments, harp, sackbut, and psaltery ; or gude 
fiddle and pipes, when these auld-vvarld instruments of melody are 
hard to be compassed.” 

“ The presence of the fiddle, I daresay,” replied Ravenswood, 
“ would atone for the absence of all the others.” 

The sexton again looked sharply up at him, as he answered, 

Nae doubt - nae doubt — if it were weel played ; — but yonder,” 
he said, as if to change the discourse, “ is llulbcrt Gray’s lang 
haine, that ye were 8pe*-‘ring after, just the third boiirock beyond 
the lauckle through-stuiie that stands on sax legs yonder, abiiiie 
some aiie of the llavens'voods; for there is mony of theii- km and 
followers here, deil lift tlicm I tliough it isna just their mam 
burial-place.” 

“ Tliey are no favourites, then, of yoiiis, these Ravenswoods 
.said the Master, not much pleased with tlie passing benediction 
winch was thus bestowed on his family and name. 

“ I kenna wha should favour tliem,” said the grave-digger ; 
“ when they had lands and power, they w'ere ill guides of them 
baith, and now their head’s down, there ’s few care how lang they 
may he of lifting it again.” 

“Indeed!” said llavenswood; “I never heard that this 
unhappy family dcbcrvcil ill-will at the hands of their country. I 
grant their poverty — if that ivaders them contemptible.” 

“ It will gang a far way till ’t,” said the sexton of Hermitage, 
“ ye may tak my word for that — at least, I ken nacthing else that 
suld mak myself contemptible, and folk are far frae respecting me 
as they wad do if I lived in a twa-lofted eclated house But as 
for the Ravenswood-. 1 hao seen thice generations of them, and 
deil ane to mend other,” 

“ I thought they had enjoyed a fair character in the lountry,” 
said thoir descendant. 

“ Chai’aeter Ou, yo ace, sir,” said the sexton, “ as for the auld 
gude-sire body of a lord, I lived on Ins land when I was a swrank- 
ing young chield, and could hae blawn the trumpet wi’ ony body, 
for I had wind eneugh then — and touching this trumpeter Marine 
that I have heard play afore the Lords of the Circuit, I wad hae 
nude nae mail* o’ him tlian of a bairn and a bawbee whistle — I 
defy him to hae played ‘ Boot and saddle,’ or ‘ Horse and away,’ 
or ‘ Gallants, come tixit,’ with me — he hadna the tones.” 

“ But what is all this to old Lord Ravenswood, my friend 
said the Master, who, with an anxiety not unnatural in his cir- 
cumstances, was desirous of prosecuting the musician’s first topic 
— “What had his memory to do with tlie degeneracy of the 
trumpet music ?” 
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“Just this, sir,” answered the sexton, “ that 1 lost my wind in 
his service. Ye seo 1 was trumpeter at the ca.stle, and had 
allow<mce for bUwnng at break ul day, and at dinner-time, and 
other whiles when thei*e was company about, and it pleased my 
lord ; and when he raised his iiiibtia to caper awa to Botliwell 
Brigg against the wrang-headod wastland whigs, I behoved, 
reason or nane, to munt a horse and caper awa wi’ tliem.” 

“ And very reasonable,” said llavenswood ; “ you were his 
servant and vassal.” 

“ Servitor, say ye replied the sexton, “ and so I was — but it 
was to blaw folk to tlioir warm ilmiier, or at the ivarst to a decent 
kirk} ard, and no to skirl llieni awa to a bluidy brae .side, where 
there was deil a bedral but the lutoded craw. Uiit bide ye — ye 
shall hear what cam o t, and how far I am bund to he bedesman 
to the Raven •> woods. — Q'llI ’t, ye see, we gaed on a bratv siinmer 
morning, twenty-fourth oi June, saxtecn hundred and se’enty- 
niiie,' of a’ the days of the month and year, — drums beat — guns 
rattled — horses kicked and ti'ampled. llackstoun of Rathillet 
keepit the brigg wi’ musket and carabine and pike, sword and 
scytlie for what I ken, and we liorseineu w»*ro ordered down to 
cross at the ford, — T hate fords at a’ tunes, let abe when there's 
thousands of armed men on the other side. There was auld 
Ravenswood brandishing his Andicw Ferrara at tlio head, and 
crying to us to come and buckle to, as if we had been gaun to a 
fair, — there was Caleb Balderston, tliat is living yet, Hounshing 
in the rear, and swearing Gog and AJagog, he would put steel 
through the guts of oiiy man that turned bndle, — there wa-s 
young Allan Ravensv ood, that was then Master, wi’ a bended 
pistol m his hand, — it wa-s a mercy it gaed na aff, — crying to 
me, that had scarce as much wand left as serve the necessary pur- 
pose of niy am lungs, ‘ Sound, you poltroon ! sound, you damned 
cowardly villain, or I will blow your brains out ’’ and, to be sure, 
I blew sic points of war, that the scraugh of a clockin-hen was 
music to them.” 

“ Well, sir, cut all this short,” said Ravenswood. 

“ Short ! — 1 had like to hao been cut short mysell, in tlie 
flower of my youth, as Simpture says ; and that ’s the very thing 
that I complcen o’. — Wee] ! in to the water w'e behovtd a’ to 
splash, heels ower head, sit or fa’~ ae horse driving on anitlier, 
as IS the way of brute beasts, and rulers that hae as little sense, 
— the very bushes on the ither hide were ableeze, wi’ the flaslies 
of the whig guns ; and my horse had just tacn the gnind, when a 
blackavised we&tlaiid carle — I wad mind the face o’ him a hun- 
dred years yet — an eo like a wild falcon’s, and a heal’d as broad 
as my shovel, clapped the end o’ his lang black gun within a 
quarter’s lengdi of my lug ! — by tlie grace o’ Mercy, the hor-e 
swarved round, and I fell afl* at the tac aide as the ball whistled 
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by at the tit])cr, and the fell auld lord took the whig such a swank 
wi’ his broadsw’ord that he made twa pieces o’ his head, and 
down fell the lurdane wi’a’ his bowk abuiie me.” 

“ You were rather obliged to the old lord, I tlimk,” said 
Ravenswood. 

“ Was 1 ? my sartic ' first for bringing me into jeopardy, would 
I nould I — and then for whomliiig a cliield ou the tap o’ me, 
tliat dang the very wjnd out of my body * — 1 liae been short- 
breathed ever since, and canna gang twenty jards without pegli- 
iiig like a I’lillcr’s aiver.” 

“ Yon lost, then, »ouv place as h-imijieter said Ravenswood 

“Lost it ^ to lie sure 1 lost it,” replied the sexton, “ fer 1 
conldiia hae played pi upon a dry hiimlock ; — but 1 might liae 
iluiie ueel enengh, foi 1 keepit the wage and the tree house, and 
little to do but play on the iiddle to them, but tor Allan, last 
Lord Ravenswood, that was far waur than ever his lather was ” 

“ What,” said the Master, “ did my father — 1 mean, did his 
father’s son — this last Lord Ravenswood, depnve you of what 
the bounty of his father allowed you ?” 

“ Ay, troth did he,” answered the old man ; “ for he loot his 
affaiiu gang to the dogs, and let in this Sir William Ashton on iis, 
that will gio naetlimg for naethuig, and just removed me and .i’ 
the puir creatures that ha<l bite and souii in the castle, and a hole 
to put our heails in, when ihmgs were in the auld way ” 

“ If Lord Ravenswood protected Ins people, my friend, while 
he had the means of doing so, I think they might spare his 
memory,” replied the Master. 

“Ye are welcome to your am opinion, sir,” said the sexton ; 
“ but ye winna persuade me that he did his duty, either to hmisell 
or to huz puir dependent creatures, in guiding us the gate he has 
done — he might hae gien us liferent tacks of our bits o’ houses 
and yartls — and me, that’s an auld man, livu m yo^i miserable 
Cabin, that’s fitter for the dead than the quick, and killed wi’ 
rlieumatiso, and John Sinitli in my deuity bit maiJi g, and Ins 
window glazen, and a’ because Ravens vood guided his gear like a 
fule !” 

“ It is but too true,” said Ravenswood, conbciencc-strm n; “ tlio 
penalties of extravagance extend far beyond the prodigal's own 
sufferings.” 

“ However,” said the sexton, “ this young man Edgar is hke to 
avenge iny wrangs on tlie hail of Ins kindrr'd.” 

“ Indeed said Ravenswood ; “ w hy' should you suppose so 

“ They say he is about to marry the daughter of Leddy Asliton ; 
and let her leddy ship get bis head anee under her oxter, and see 
you if she winna gic Ins neek a thraw. Sorra a bit, if I were 
iiiro — Let her alane for banding a’ thing in bet water that draw's 
near her — sae tlie warst wish I shall wish the lad is, that he may 
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take Ins ain creditable pate o ’t, and ally linnsell wV Ins father’s 
enemies, that have taken his broad lands and my bonny lvad\ard 
from the lawful owners thereof.” 

Cervantes acutely remark's, that flattery is pleasinf» even from 
the mouth of a madman ; and conjure, as well as praise, often 
affects us, while vie despise the opinions and motives on which it 
is founded and expressed, llavenswood, abruptly i-eitcratnig his 
eoiiinurid that Alice’s funeral should be attended to, flung aivay 
from the sexton, under the painful impression that the great, as 
well as the aiiiall vulgar, would think of his engagement with Lucy 
like this Ignorant and selfish peasant. 

“ And 1 have stooped to subject myself to these calumnies, and 
am rejected notwithstanding ' Lucy, j onr f.i ith must be true and 
perfect as the diamond, to tonipensate for the dishonour which 
men’s opinions, and tlie conduct of jour mother, attach to the 
heir of llavenswood !” 

As he raised his eyes, ho beheld the Marquis of A—, who, 
having arriied at the 'I'od’s-hole, had walked forth to look for his 
kinsman. 

After mutual greetings, ho made some apology to the Master 
for not coming forward on the pioceding e\i'niiig “ It w'.is his 
wish,” he said, “ to have done so, hut he had come to the know- 
ledge of some matters which mdiioed him to delay his purpose. 
I find,” he proceeded, “ there has been a le\o aflfair heie, kins- 
man ; and though I might blame j on for not Invmg comniimicated 
with me, as being in some degree the chief of your family ” 

“ With your loidsluji’s periiiismoii,” said llavenswood. “ I am 
deeply grateful for tlie interest \ou are pleased to take m me — 
but I am the cliief and head of my faniilv.” 

“ 1 know it — 1 know it,” said the Marquis ; ‘Mn a strict heraldic 
and genealogical sense, you certainly are so — what 1 mean is, 
tliat being in some measure under niy guardianship ” 

“ I must take tlic liberty to say, my lord,” answered llavens- 
w'ood — and the tone in which he interrupted the Marquis boded 
no long duration to the friendship of the noble relatives, when 
lie himself was mtcmipted by the little sexton, who came puffing 
after them, to ask if their honours would choose music at the 
eliange-houso to make up for short elicer. 

“ We want no music,” said the Master abruptly. 

“ Your honour disna ken what jo’ro refusing, then,” said the 
fiddler, with the impertinent freedom of his profession. “ I ean 
play, ‘ Wilt thou do ’t again,’ and ‘ the Auld Man’s Mear’s Dead,’ 
sax times better than ever Pattie Bmuc. I ’ll get iny fiddle in 
the turning of a coffin-screw.” 

“ Take yourself away, sir,” said the Marquis. 

“ And if your honour be a north-country gentleman,” said the 
persevering minstrel, “ whilk I wad judge from your tongue, I 
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can play ‘ Liggoram Coali,’ and * Mulhn Dhu,’ and ‘ the Cummers 
of Athole.’ ” 

“ Take yourself away, friend ; you interrupt our conversation.” 

“ Or if, under your honour’s favour, ye should happen to be 
a thought honest, I can play,” (this in a low and confidential tone,) 
“ ‘ Kilhecrankic,’ and ‘ the King shall hao his am,’ and ‘ the Auhl 
.itewarts back again,’ — and the wife at the change-house is a 
decent discreet body, neither kens nor cares what toasts are 
drucken, and wliat tunes are played in her house — she’s deaf to 
a’ thing but the clinic o’ the siller.” 

The Mai’fjuis, who ivas sometimes suspected of Jacobitism, could 
not help laughing as he threw the fellow a dollar, and bid him go 
play to the servants if u" had a mind, and le.ave them at peace. 

“ Aw eel, gentlemen,* said he, “ I am wishing your honours 
gude-day — I ’ll bo a’ the better of the dollar, and ye’ll be the 
waur of wanting the mu'^ic, I ’se tell ye — But I ’sc gang home, 
and finish tlie grave m the tuning o’ a fiddle-string, lay by my 
spade, and then get my tother bi’ead-w inner, and awa to your 
folk, and see if they hue better lugs than their masters.” 


CHAPTER XXV. 


True love, an tliou be true, 

Tlioii has nne kittle part to play , 

For turtiine, fattlium, fancy, and thou, 

Maun strive lor iu.uiy a day 

I’ve kend by tnony n friend’s tale, 

P.»r better by this heart of mine, 

AVliat time .ind change of fancy av.iil 
A irue-Iove knot to untwine. 

IlfcMU V'sOt S’ 


“ T WISHED to tell you, my good kinsman,” said tli Marquis, 
“ now that wo are quit of that impert.nent fiddler, that I had 
tiied to discuss this love affair of yours with Sir Willmm Ashton’s 
daughter. I never saw the young lady but for a few niinuies to- 
day ; ho, being a stranger to her personal merits, I pay a compli- 
ment to you, and offer her no offence, in saying you might do 
better.” 

“ My lord, I am much indebted fop the interest you have 
taken in my affairs,” said Ravenswond. “ I did not intend to 
have troubled you in any matter conceniing Miss Ashton. As 
my engagement with that young lady has reached your lordship, 
1 can only say, that you must necessarily suppose that I was 
aware of ^e objections to my marrying into her father’s family, 
and of course must have been completely satisfied with the 
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rcosoiiB by which these objections are overbalanced, since I have 
proceeded so far m the matter.” 

“ Nay, Master, if you had heard me out,” said h]S noble rela- 
tion, “ you might have spared tliat observation ; for without 
questioning that you had reasons wliich seemed to you to counter- 
balance every other obstacle, I set myself, by every means that 
it became me to use towards the Ashtons, to persuade them to 
meet your views.” 

“ 1 am obliged to your lordship for your unsolicited intercession,” 
said llavcnswood ; “ especially as I am sure your lordship would 
never carry it beyond the bounds which it became mo to use.” 

“ Of that,” said the Marquis, “ you may be confident ; I myself 
felt the delicacy of the matter too much to place a gentleman 
nearly coniiecte<l with my house m a degrading or dubious situa- 
tion with these Ashtons But f pointed out all the advaiibiges 
of their luaiTyiug their daughter into a house so honourable, and 
<^n nearly related with the first in ScotLind ; 1 explained the exact 
degree of relationship in which the liavenswoods stand to our- 
selves ; and I even hinted how political matters were like to turn, 
and what caids would be trunips next Paihanient I said I 
regarde*! you as a son- -or a nepli«*w, or s*> -rather th.iii as a 
more distant relation ; and that 1 made your afiair entirely my 
own ” 

“ And what was the issue of your lordship’s explanation *” bind 
R,ivensw'ood, m bonie doubt whether ho should rebent or express 
gratitude for his interference. 

“ Whi, the B*trd Keeper would have listened to reason,” sai<l 
thu Maiquis ; “ he is ’'jither unwilling to leave his place, wliwli, 
in the present Mew of a change, must he vacated ; and to say 
truth, he seemed to have a liking for you, aii*l to hr* sensible of 
the general a'lv.iiitages to he attained liy such a match But his 
lady, who is tongue of the trump. Master, ” 

“ What of Jjady Asliton, niy IoihP” said Itavensw'ood ; “ let 
me know tin issue of tins extraordinary conference — I can 
bear it.” 

“ 1 am glad of that, kinsman,” said the Marquis, “ for I am 
ashamed to tell you half what she said. It is enough— h(.r mind 
IS made up — and the mistress of a first-rate boardiu," school 
could not have rejected with more haughty indifference ihc suit 
of a half-pay Irish officer, beseeching permission to wait upon tho 
heiress of a West India planter, than Lady Ashton spurned e\ery 
proposal of mediation which it could at all become mo to offer m 
behalf of you, my good kiUHimin. I cannot guess what she means. 
A more honourable connection she could not form, tliat’s certain. 
As for money and land, tliat used to be her husband’s business 
rather than hors ; I really think she hates you for having flu; 
rank whicli her husband has not, and perhaps for not having the 
VOL. viir. o 
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Linda that her goodman has. But I should only vex you to say 
more about it — hero we are at the eliange-hoiise.” 

The Master of Uavenswood paused as lie entered the cottage, 
iihich reeked througli all its ci’evioes, and they were not feu, 
from the exertions of the Marquis’s travelling-cooks to supply 
good cheer, and ‘leread, as it were, a table in the wilderness. 

“ My Lord Marquis,” said ILivenswood, “ I already mentioned 
that accident has put your lordship in ^ssession of a secret, which, 
w'jtli my consent, should have I'emained one even to you, mj 
Icinsman, tor «omo time. Since the secret was to part from my 
own custody, and tl at of the only person besides who was inte- 
rested in it, I am not sorry it should have reached your lordship’s 
ears, as being fully aw ire tliat you are my noble kinsman and 
friend ” 

“ You may believe it is safely lodged with me, Master of 
Uavenswood,” said the Marquis ; “ but I should like well to hear 
you say', that you renounced the idea of an alliance, which you can 
liardlv pursue without a certain degree of degradation.” 

“ Of that, my lord, I shall judge,” juiswcred Ravenswood, “and 
I hope with delicacy as sensitive as any of my friends. But 1 
have no engagement with Sir William and Lady Ashton. It is 
with Miss Ashton alone tliat 1 have entered upon the subject, and 
my eoiiduet in the matter shall be entirely ruled by hors. If sbr 
contuiiies to prefer mo in my poverty to tke wealthier smtoi’s 
w'liom her fnends recommend, I may well make some sacrifice to 
her sincere affection — T may well suiTcnder to her the less 
tangible and less palpable advantages of birth, and the deep-rooted 
prejudices of family hatred. If Miss Lucy Aslitoii should change 
licr mind on a subject of such delicacy, I trust my friends will b" 
silent on my disappointment, and 1 shall know how to mak»j my 
enemies so.” 

“ Spoke like a gallant young nobleman,’’ said thi' Marquis ; 
“ for my part I Jiaie that I'Ogard for you, tliat I should be sorry 
the thing wont on. Tliis Sir William A-iliton w'as a pro ity enough 
jicttifogging ^jiiid of a law'ver twenty years ago, and betwixt 
battling at the bar, and leading in committee'* of Barliar'ipnt, he 
has got well on — the Darien iiintter lent hiir a lift, for Jio had 
good intelligence and sound views, and sold out in time — but tlio 
best work is had out of him. No government ivill take him at 
Jiis own, or rather his wife’s, extravag.uit valuation ; and betwixt 
Ins indecision and her insolence, from all I can guess, he will 
oiitsit^ his market and be bad cheap when no one will bid for him. 
I say nothing of Miss Ashton ; but I assure you, a connection with 
her father will be neither useful nor ornaiiiental, beyond that 
part of your father’s spoils which he may be prevailed upon to 
disgorge by way of tocher-good — and take my word for it, you 
will get more if you have spirit to bell tlie cat with him in the 
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House of Peers. — And I A\ill be the man, cousin,” continued lii^ 
lordship, “ will course the fox for jou, and make him rue the day 
lliat ever he refused a composition too honourable for him, and 
proposed by me on the behalf of a kinsman.” 

There was somcthmj» m all this that, as it w’ere, overshot the 
mark, liavciiswood could not disguise from himself that his 
noble kinsman had more reasons for taking ofteiice at the recep- 
tion of his suit, than regarded Ins interest and honour, jet lu' 
could neither complain nor be surprised that it should be so. 
He contented himself therefore with repeating, that his attach- 
ment was to Miss Ashton personally ; that he desired neitlwr 
wealth nor aggr.mdizenient from her father’s nieaus and influence ; 
and that nothing should prevent Ins kcejniig his engagement, 
excepting her own cxjiross desire that it should be relinquished - - 
and he rcqm‘'ted as a favour tlut the matter niight be no more 
rncntjoiied betwixt them at present, assuring the Marquis of 

A that he should bo Ins confident in its progivss or its nitei - 

niption. 

The Marquis soon had more agreeable, a.s well as more inte- 
n sting subjects on w'hich to converse. A foot-iiost, who had 
followed him fiom Hdmhurgh to J{a\enRW'ood (>astle, and had 
traced his stejis to the TodVhole, brought him a packet laden 
with good news. The jtoiitical tab illations of the Marquis had 
proved just, both in London and at Edinburgh, and he saw 
almost withm Ins grasp, the pie-enimeiice for which ho had 
panted —The refreshments which the servants had prepared 
were now put on the table, and an epicure w'ould perhaps have 
enjoyed them with additional zest, from the contrast which 
such fare ahbrded to the miserable cabin in \Hiich it was 
served up. 

The turn of ivnversalion eoiTespouded with and added to th(‘ 
social feelings oi the company. The Manjnis expanded with 
pleasure on tl power which piobable lueidents weie likely to 
assign to hmi, and on the use which he hoped to make of it m 
serving his kinsman Ravensw ood. liaveiiswood could but repeat 
the giatitude which he really felt, even when he conpidel^ J tlio 
topic as too long (hvelt upon The wine w'as excellent, n. lAvith- 
standmg its having been brought in a runlet from Edinburgh ; 
and the habits of the Mai'quis, when engaged wdth such good 
cheer, weie somewhat sedeiitiry. And so it fell out tliat tlioj'^ 
dp,layed tlieir journey two hours later than was tlicir original 
purpose. 

“ But what of Uiat, my good young friend said the Marquis ; 
“ your Castle of Wolf’s Ciag is but at hve or six miles distance, 

and will afford tlie same hospitality to your kinsman of A , 

that it gave to this same Sir William Ashton.” 

“ Sir W lUiam took the casUc by storiii,” said Ravenswood, 
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“ and, like many a victor, had little reason to congratulate himself 
on his conquest.” 

“ Well, Avell !” said Lord A , whose dignity was something 

relaxed by the wine he had drunk, — “ 1 see 1 must bribe you to 
harbour me — Come, pledge me m a bumper health to the last 
^oung lady that slept at Wolfs Crag, and liked her quarters. — 
Mv bones are not so tender as hers, and 1 am rcooLod to occupy 
her apartment to-iiight, that I may judge how hard the couch is 
that love can soften ” 

‘'Your loidsliip may choose what penance you please,” said 
llavciiswuod ; “ but 1 assure jou, I should expect my old servant 
to hang himself, or tin iw himself from the battleiiieiiis, should 
\our lordship visit him o unexpectedly — I do as-siu-e you, we 
are totally and literally ui iirovided.” 

But his dec! ii'atioii only brought from his noble patron an 
assurance of his own total indifference as to every sjiccies of 
accumniudation, and his determination to see the Tower of Wolf’s 
Crag. Hia ancestor, he said, had been feasted thei'e, when he 
went forward with the then Lord ttavenswood to the fatal battle 
of Flodden, iii which they both fell Thus hard pressed, the 
Master offered to aide forward to get matters put m such pi“e- 
paratioii as time and circumstances adiiitl*d ; but tiie Marquis 
[irotested his kiiisniun must .tfford him liis company, and would 
only consent that an avaiit-courier should carry to the destined 
Seneschal, Caleb llalderston, the unexpected news of this inva- 
sion. 

The Master of Ravenswood soon after accompanied the Mar- 
quis m Ins carnage, as tlie latter had proposed ; and when they 
became better acquainted m the progress of the journey. Ins 
noble relation explained the very liberal views which he enter- 
tained for Ins relation’s preferment, m case of the success of his 
own political schemes. They related to a w.Lri't, and highly 
important commission beyond sear, winch could only lie intrusted 
to a person of rank, talent, and perfect confidence, and i><''ch, as 
it required great trust and reliance on the ■ nvoy employed, could 
not hut prove both honourable and advantageous to him We 
need not enter into the nature and purpose of this comims. ion 
farther than to acquaint <'ur readers that the ehai’ge was in pro- 
spect highly acceptable to the Master of Ravonswood, who hailed 
w’ith pleasure tlie hope of emerging from hU present state of in- 
digence and inaction, into independence and liunourahlc exertion. 

While he listened thus eagerly to the details with w Inch the 
Marquis now thought it necessary to iiinnst him, the messenger 
who had been despatched to the tower of Wolf’s Crag, retm*ned 
witli Caleb Balderston’s humble duty, and an assurance that “ a’ 
should be m seemly order, sic as tlic hurry of tmie peiimtted, to 
receive their lordships as it behoved.” 
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Ravonswood was too well accustomed to his Seneschal’s mode 
of acting and speaking, to hope much from this cuiihdcnt assu- 
rance. He knew tliat Caleb acted upon the principle ot the 

Spanish generals, m the campaign of , mIio, nnich to the 

perplexity of the Prince of Orange, their commander-in -chief, 
used to report their troops as full in number, and possessed of all 
necessary points of equipment, not coiiBideriiig it consistent with 
their dignity, or the honour of Spain, to confess any deficiency 
either in men or miimtioii, until tl»e w^t of both was unavoid- 
ably discovered in the day of battle. Accordingly, Raveiiswood 
thought it ueees.sary to gi\e the Marquis some hint, that the fair 
assurance which they liad just received from (’alcb, did not by 
any means insure them against a very indifferent reception. 

“You do yourself iiijiistice. Master,” said the Marquis, “or 
you w'ish to surprise me agreeably, i’roin tins window I see a 
great light m the direction where, if 1 remember ariglit, Wolf s 
Crag llfes ; and, to judge from the splendour which tlie old Tower 
sheds around it, the jireparations for our reception must be of no 
ordinary description. I lemeniber your father putting the same 
deception on me, w hen w e went to the Tow er for a few' day s’ 
hawking, about twenty years since, and yet we spent our time as 
jolhly at AVolf’s Ciag as we could liaio done at my ow'u hunting 
seat at B .” 

“ Your lordship, I fear, will experience that the faculty of the 
present proprietor to entcrUui his fiiends is greatly abridged, ’ 
said Ra\eriswood ; “the will, I need hardly say, reinams the 
same. But I am as much at a loss as your lordship to account 
tor so stiorig and hrilliant a light a.s is now ;il)o\e Wolf’s Crag, — 
the windows of the Tower are few and narrow, and those of the 
low'er story are hidden from us by the walls of the court. I 
cannot conceive that any' ilinmmation of an ordinary nature could 
afford such a blaze of light.” 

The mystery was soon explained ; for the cavalcade almost 
instantly halted, and tlie voice of Caleb Baldeiston was heard at 
the coach wiiuh’w, ex elaiiiimg, in accents broken by grief and 
fear, “ Och, gentlemen — Ocli, my gude lords --Och, hand to 
the right ! — Wolf’s Crag is burning, bower and ha’ — a’ the rich 
jilemshing outside and inside — a’ the fine graitli, pictures, tapes- 
tries, ncedle-wark, hangings, and other decoreinents — a’ m a 
bleeze, as if they w'ere nae mair than sae mony peats, or as muckle 
peas fltrae 1 Haud to the right, gentlemen, I implore ye — theie 
is some sma’ provision making at Lucky Sma’trash’s — but 0, 
wae for this night, and wao for me that lives to see it !” 

Ravonswood was at first stimncd by this new and unexpected 
calamity; but after a moment’s recollection, he sprang from the 
carnage, and hastily bidding his noble kmsman good-night, w'as 
about to ascend the hill towards the castle, the broad and full 
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conflagration of which now flung forth a high column of I’cd hglit, 
that flickered far to seaward upon the dash mg waves of tho 
ocean. 

“Take a horse, Master,” exclaimed tho Marquis, greatly 
affected by this additional misfortune, so unexpectedly heaped 
upon Ins young protege ; “and give me my ambling palfn'y ; — 
: nd haste forward, you knaves, to see what can bo done to save 
the furniture, or to extinguish the fire — ride, you knaves, for 
your hves !” 

The attendants bustled together, and began to .strike their horses 
with the spur, and cafl upon Caleb to shew them the road. But 
the voice of that careful Seneschal was heard above the tumult, 
“0 stop — sirs, stop — (iirn bridle, for the love of mercy — -add 
not loa.s of hves to the f -is of warld’s gear ' — TJiirty barrels oi 
powther, landed out of a Dunkirk dogger in the auld lord’s time 
a’ in the vau’ts of the auld tower, — tho fire canna be tar aff it, 1 
trow' — Lord’s sake, to tho right, lads — to the right — let’s pit 
the hill atween us and peril, — a wap wi’a corner stane o’ Wolfs 
Crag wad defy the doctor !” 

Tt will readily be supposed that this annunciation hurried 
the Marquis and his attendants into the route which Caleb prt'- 
scribcd, dragging Ravenswood along with them, although there 
was much in the matter winch ho could not possibly comprehend. 
“ Gunpowder he exclaimed, laying hold of Caleb, who m vam 
endeavoured to escape from him, “ wliat gunpowder ? How any 
(piaiitity of powder could be m Wolf’s Crag witliout my know’- 
ledge, I cannot possibly comprelicnd ” 

“ But I can,” interrupted the Marquis, wliispering him, “ T 
can com prebend it thoroughly — for God’s sake, ask him no more 
(questions at present.” 

“ There it is now,” said Caleb, extricating himself from hiis 
master, and adjusting his drc.ss, “\our honou)* will believe Ins 
lordship’.s honourable testimony — llis lordship mmds v'cel, how, 
in tlic year that him they ca’d King Wil'ie died ” 

“ Hush I hush, rny good friend said the Marquis : “ I shall 
satisfy your master upon that subject.” 

“And the people at Wolf’s-hope” — said Bavenswood, “did 
none of them como to )our assistance before the flame got so 
high I” 

“ Ay did they, mony anc of them, tho rapscallions 1” said 
Caleb ; “ but truly I was in nae hiury to let them into the Tower, 
where there were so much plate and valuables.” 

“ Confound you for an impudent bar 1” said Ravenswood, in 
uncontrollable ire, “ there was not a single ounce of ” 

“ Forby,” said the butler, most irreverently raising his voice to 
a pitch which drowned his master’s, “ the fire made fast on us, 
owing to tho store of tapestry and carved tiinmer in the banquet- 
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ing lia’y and the loons ran like scauded rats sac sunc ns they 
heard of the giinpouther.” 

I do entreat,” said the Marquis to Ravenswood, “ ^ ou will 
ask him no more questions.” 

“ Only one, my lord — What has become of poor Mysie 

" Mysie said Caleb, T had uae time to look about ony 
Mysie — she’s in the tower, I’se warrant, biding her aw till 
doom.” 

“ By Heaven,” said Ravenswood, “ I do not understand all tins ! 
The life of a faithful old creature is at stjiKe — my lord, T will 
be withheld no longer — I will at least ride iiji, and see whether 
the danger is as imminent as tins old tool jirt'tends.” 

“ Weel, then, as I live by bread,” said Caleb, “ Mysie is w-ecl 
and safe. I saw her out of the castle bi'foro I left it mjsell. Was 
I ganging to forget an auld fellow -servant ?” 

“ What made you tell mo the contraay this moment ?” said Ins 
masU'r. 

“ iJid I tell you the contrary *” said Caleb ; “ then I maun hae 
been dreaming surely, or this awsome night has turned my judg- 
ment — but safe she is, and no ’er a living soul m the castle, a’ 
the better for them — they wad have gotten an mieo heeK>.” 

The Master of Ravenswood, upon tins assurance being soleimily 
reiterated, and notw'ithstanding his extreme wish to witness the 
last explosion, winch was to ruin to the gi’onnd the mansion of his 
fathers, suflered himself to he dragged onward towards the village 
of Wolf’s-hope, where not only the change-hoube, but that of 
our w<dl-known friend the cooper, were all prepared for reception 
of himsi'lf and Jiks noble gue.st, with a liberality of provision 
which requires some explanation. 

We omitted to mention m its place, that Lockbard, luving 
fished out the truth coiiceruiiig the mode by which Caleb had 
obtained the supplies for Ins banquet, the Lord Keeper, amused 
with the incident, and desirous at the time to gratify Ravenswood, 
had rccornnn Sided the cooper of Wolf’s-hope to the ofticial bitua- 
tion under government, the prospect of w'Inch had reconciled him 
to tlie loss of Ins wil<l-fbwl. Mr Girder’s preferment had occa- 
sioned a plcasmg suiqjriso to old Caleb ; for wlicii, some d.'ys after 
his master’s departure, ho found himself absolutely compi lied, by 
some uecc'-bary business, to visit the fishing hamlet, and was 
gliding like a ghost past tlie door of the cooper, for fear of being 
.summoned to give some account of the progress of the solicitation 
m his favour, or, more probably, that the inmates might upbraid 
him with the false hope ho liad held out upon the subj'ect, he 
heard himself, not without some apprehension, summoned at once 
in treble, tenor, and bass, — a trio pei formed by tlie voices of 
Mrs Girder, old Dame Loup-the-dyke, and tlie goodman of the 
dw'elhng — “Mr Caleb — Mr Caleb — Mr Caleb Balderston ' I 
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hope ye arena ganging dry-lipped by our door, and wc sae 
niucldc indebted to you i” 

This might be said ironically as well as in earnest. Caleb 
augured the worst, turned a deaf car tty the trio aforesaid, and 
was moving doggedly on, hia ancient castor pulled over his brows, 
and his eyes bent on the ground, as if to count the flinty pebbles 
w’th which the rude patliway was causewayed. But on a sudden 
ho found himself surrounded in Ins progress, like a stately mer- 
chantman in the Gut of Gibraltar (I hope the ladies will excuse 
the tarpaulin phrase) by three Algerine galleys. 

“ Gude guide us, Mr Balderston •” said Mrs Girder. 

“ Wha wad hao thought it of an auld and keiid friend said 
the mother. 

And no sae muekle r . stay to receive our thanks,” said the 
cooper himself, “and frae the like o’ me that seldom offers tliem * 
I am sm*e I hope there ’s nae ill seed sawn between us, Mr 
Balderston. — Ony man that has said to ye, I am no gratofti’ for the 
situation of Queen’s cooper, Jet me lue a whample at him wi’ 
mine catche * — that's a.’ ” 

“ My good friends — my dear friends,’" said Caleb, still doubt- 
ing how the certainty of the matter might stand, “ what needs a’ 
this ceremony * — anc tries to serve their friends, and sometimes 
they may happen to prosper, and sometimes to misgie — iiaething 
1 care to be fashed wi’ less than thanks — I never could bide 
them.” 

“ Faith, Mr Balderston ye suld hae been fashed wi’ few o’ 
mine,” said the downright man of staves and hoops, “ if I had 
only your gude-will to tliaiik ye for — 1 suld e’en hae set tlic 
guse, and the w'lld dcukes, and the runlet of sack, to balance tliat 
account. Gude-will, man, is a geizen’d tub, that bauds m nae 
liquor — but glide-deed "s like the cask, tight, round, and sound, 
that will liaud liquor for tlie king.” 

“Have ye no heard of our letter,” said the mothec-m-law, 
“making our John the Queen’s cooper for certain ? — r.ii’! scarce 
a cliield that had ever lurnmered gird upt’i tub but was applying 
for it i” 

“ Have I beard > ’ said Caleb, (who now found how the wind 
set,) with an aceemt of excoediiig contempt at the doubt expressed 
— “ Have I heard, quo’ she ' ! !” — and as he spoke, he changed 
his sliainbling, skulking, dodging pace, into a manly and authori- 
tative step, re-adjusted his cocked hat, and suffered his brow to 
emerge from under it in all tlie pride of aristoiTacy, like tlie sun 
from behind a cloud. 

“ To be sure he canna but hae heard,” said the good woman. 

“ Ay, to be sure, it ’s impossible but I should,” said Caleb ; 


*A‘nglici, adze. 
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“ and sac I 'll be the first to kiss ye, joe, and you, cooper, 
nmcli joy of your preferment, naethnig doubting but ye ken ^vlla, 
are jour friends, and hare lieljH'd ye, and can help yc. I thought 
it right to look a wee strange upon it at first,” added Caleb, “just 
to see if ye were made of the right mettle — but ye ring true, lad, 
ye ring true 

So saying, with a most lordly air he kissed the women, and 
abandoned his hand, with an air of serene patronage, to the 
hearty shake of Mr Girder’s hom-hard jialm. Upon tins com- 
plete and to Caleb most satisfactory, information, he did not, it 
may readily be believed, hesitate to accept an invitation to a 
solemn feast, to which weni invited, not only all the notables of 
the village, but even Ins ancient antagonist, Mr Dingwall himself. 
At this festivity he was, of course, the most W'elcome and most 
honoured guest ; and so well did he ply the company with stones 
of what he could do with his master, his master with the Lord 
Keeper, the Lord Keeper wrtli the Council, and the Council witli 
the King, that before the company dismissed, (which was, indeed, 
rather at an early hour than a late one,) eveiy man of note m the 
village was ascending to the top-gallant of some ideal preferment 
by the ladder of ropes which Caleb had presented to their imagi- 
nation. Nay, the cunnmg butler regained in that moment, not 
only all the influciico ho pos.sesscd formerly over the vilkigors, 
when the baronial family which he served were at the proudest, 
but acquired oven an accession of importance. The vvriter — the 
very attorney hiin.self — such is the thirst of preferment — felt 
the force of tlie attraction, and taking an opportunity to draw 
Caleb into a corner, spoke, with aftcctionate regret, of the doeliii- 
ng health of the sheriff-cIcrk of the county. 

“ An excellent man — a most valuable man, Mr Caleb — but 
fat sail I say ! — w'o are peer fecklei>s bodies — here the day, and 
aw'a by cock-bcreech the morn — and if lie fail/, ics, there maun 
be somebody in Ins place — ami gif that yc could airt it my wav, 
1 sail be thankful, man — a gluve stuHcd wi’ gow’d nobles — an’ 
hark ye, man, f>onictlimg canny till yoursell — and the Wolf’s-hope 
carles to settle kindly w'l’ the Master of Uavenswood — that is. 
Lord Uavenswood — God bless his lordship 

A smile, and a hearty squeeze by the hand, was the suitable 
answer to tins overture — and Caleb made his escape fioin the 
jovial part} , in order to avoid committing himself by any special 
promises. 

“ The Lord be glide to me,” said Caleb, when he found himself 
in the open air, and at liberty to give vent to the sclf-exultation 
with winch he was, as it were distended ; “ did <‘ver ony man .see 
SIC a set of green-gaislings ! — the very pick-maws and solan-geesii 
outby yonder at tiie Bass hae ten times their sense ! — God, an I 
had been tlie Lord High Conunissioner to the Estates o’ ParliA* 
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incut, they couldna liac bcflumm’d me mair — and, to speak 
Heaven’s trutli, 1 could hardly hae heflumm’d them better 
neither! But the writer — ha! ha! ha! — ah, ha! ha! ha! 
mercy on me, that T suld live m iny auld days to gie the gang-hy 
to the very writer ! — Shenff-clcrk ! ! ! — But 1 hae an auld 
account to settle wi’ tlie carle ; and to make amends for by-ganes, 
tl e oilice shall just cost him as much time-serving, as if he uere 
to get it in glide earnest — of whilk there is stna’ appearance, 
unless the Master learns mair the ways of this warld, whilk it is 
mucklc to be doubted that he never will do.” 


Cl AFTER XXVI. 

Why flainos yon far summit — why shoot to the blast 
Those eniliers, lite stars fnun the flnuiiinent east ' — 

’Tts tlie liie-khowpi of ruin, all drcadfiiliy driven 
From thiiic cjry, that btstcotis the darkness of Heaven 

CAMPiiaLn. 

The circumstances announced in the conclusion of the last 
chapter, will account for the ready and cheerful reception of the 

Marquis of A and tho Master of Ravcn&wood in tho village of 

Wolf’s-hopc. In fact, Caleb had no sooner announced the con- 
flagration of the tower, than tho whole hamlet were upon foot to 
hasten to extinguish tho damos. And although that zealous 
adherent diverted their zeal by uitimating tlie fonnidable contents 
of the subterranean apartments, yet the cheek only turned thou* 
assiduity into another direction. Never had there been such 
slaughtering of capons, and fat geese, and barn-door fowls, ^ — 
never such boiling of reested hams, — never such loakmg of cai 
cakes and sweet scones, Selkirk bann )cks, cookies, and petticoat- 
tails, — dchcacics little known to the present generation. Never 
had there been such a tapping of barreii'. and such ui.<'i riving of 
greybeards, in the village of Wolf’s-hope All the inferior houses 
were thrown ojJen for the rocepLon of tlie Marquis's dependants, 
who came, it was thought, as precursors of the .-Iiower of pi’cfer- 
mciit, which hen'.ifter was to leave the rest of Scotland dry, iu 
order to distil its rich dews on the village of Wolf’s-hopo under 
Lammennoor. The minister put in Ins claim to have the guests 
of distinction lodged at the Manse, having his eye, it Wcos thought, 
upon q, neighbouring preferment, where the incumbeut was sickly; 
but Mr Balderston destined that honour t»> the cooper, his wife, 
and wife’s motlier, who danced for joy at the preference thus 
assigned tliem. 

Many a beck and many a bow welcomed these noble guests to 
as good entertainment as persons of such rank could set before 
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such visiters; and the old dame, who had formei-ly livod in 
Riivenswood Castlo, and knew, as slio said, the ways of tho nobi- 
lity, was in no wliit wanting m arranging matters, as well as 
cn ciirastances permitted, aceoi-dmg to the etiquette of the tunes. 
Tlie cooper’s house was so roomy, that each guest had Ins separate 
retiring room, to which they were ushered witli all due c6reinoii^ , 
while tho plentiful supper was in the act of bemg placed upon tho 
table. 

Ravenswood no sooner found himself alone, than, impelled by a 
thousand feelings, ho left the apartment, the house, and tlio 
I'lllagc, and hastily retraced his steps to the brow of tlie liill, which 
rose betwixt the village, and sci“eened it from the tower, iii order 
to view the final fall of the house of Ins fathers. Some idle bo\s 
fiom the hamlet had taken the same direction out of curiosity, 
having first witnessed the ariival of the eoath-and-six and its 
attendants. As they ran one hy one past the Master, calling to 
each other to “ come and sec the anld tower blaw up m the lift 
like the peelings of an mgan,” he could not but foid himself moved 
with indignation. “ And these are the sons of my father’s va.s- 
sals,” he said — “of men bound, both bylaw and gratitude, to 
follow our steps through battle, and hi*e, and flood ; and now the 
destruction of their liego-lca'd’s house is but a holiday’s sight to 
them !” 

These exasperating reflections were partly expressed in the 
acrimony with winch he exclauned, on fci'hng lum&elf pulled by 
the cloak, — “What do you want, you dog 

“ I :un a dog, and an auld dog too,” answered Caleb, for it was 
ho who had taken the freedom, “ and I am like to get a dog's 
wages — but it does not signification a pinch of sneeshing, for I 
am ower auld a dog to learn new tricks, or b* follow a nevi 
master.” 

As he spoke, Ravenswood attained tho ridge of the hill from 
which Wolf's Crag was visible; the flames had entirely sunk 
down, and, to his great surprise, theie was only a dusky reddening 
upon the cloiifis immediately over the castle, which seemed the 
reflection of tho embers of the sunken fire. 

The place cannot have blown up,” said the Master ; “ w’e 
must have heard tho report — if a quarter of tlie gmipow-dev 
was there you tell me of, it wouhl have been heanl twenty 
miles off.” 

“ft’s very like it wad,” said Baldorston, composedly. 

“ Then the fire cannot have reached the vaults ?” 

“It’s like no,” answered Caleb, witJi the same impenetrable 
gravity. 

“ Hark ye, Caleb,” said his master, “ tliis gi’ows a little too 
much for my patience. 1 must go and examine how matters 
stand at Wolf’s Crag myself.” 
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“ Your honour is ganging to gang uae sic gate,” said Caleb, 
final \ . 

“And why not said Havenswood, sharply; “who or what 
fjiall prevent me ?” 

“ Even 1 mjsell,” said C’aleh, with the same dctcnnination. 

“ You, Balderston replied the Master; “you are forgetting 
y lurself, I think.” 

“ But I think no,” said Balderston ; “ for I can just t(^ll ye a’ 
about the castle on this know e-head as weel as if ye were at it 
Only dmna pit >oursell into a kippage, and expose yoiirsell before 
the weans, or before the Marquis, when yo gang dowtiby.” 

“ Speak out, you old fool,” replied his master, “ and let me 
know the best and the worst at once.” 

“ On, the best and th« arst is, just that the tower is standing 
halo and feir, as safe and as empty as when ye left it.” 

“ Indeed ! — and the fire ?” twnd Bavenswood. 

“ Not a gleed of fire, then, except the bit kindling peat, and 
maj be a spunk in Mysie’s eutty-pipe,” replied Caleb. 

“ But the fiame !” demanded Havenswood ; “ the broad blaze 
which might have been seen ten miles off — what occasioned 
that a” 

“ Hout awa ' it ’s an auld sayuig and a true, — 

lattle ’8 llio liRht 
Will bu scLii i.ir in a niirk 

A whecn fern and liorse litter that I fired in the court-yard, 
after bending back the louu of a footman ; and, to speak heaven’s 
tinitli, the next time that ye send or bring ony body here, let 
them be gentles ifllenarly, witliout ony fremd servants, like that 
cliield Lockhnrd, to be gledgiiig and gleeing about, and looking 
upon the wrong side of aiie’s housokeejiing, to the discredit of the 
family, and torcing anc to damn their bouls wi’ telling ae lee 
after another faster than I can count them — J wit) rather set fire 
to the tower in gude earnest, and burn it ow'er my ain h 'ad into 
tlie bargain, or I see the family dishonoured in the sor. ” 

“Upon my word, I am infinitely ob'igod by the proposal, 
Caleb,” said liiu master, scarce able to restrain his laiightcr, 
thougli rather aiigiy at the same tune. “ But the {piripowdt » ! — 
18 there such a thing ii' the tower? — The Marquis seemed to 
know of it.” 

“ The pouthcr — ha ' lu ' ha ! — the Marquis — ha ! ha ! ha 
replied Caleb ; “ if your honour were to brain me, I behooved to 
laugh — the Marquis — the poutber' — vias it tliere ? av, it was 
tliere. Did he ken o ’t ' — my certie ! the Marquis kend o ’t, and 
it was the best o’ the game; for, ivlicii I eouldna pacify jour 
honour wi’ a’ that I could say, 1 aye threw out a word mair about 
the ^unpouUier, and garr’d the Marquis tak the job m his am 
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“ But you have not answered my question,” said the Master, 
impatiently; “how came the powder tliere, and where is it 
now ?” 

“ Ou, it came there, an ye maun needs ken,” said Caleb, looking 
mysteriously, and w’hispering, “when there was like to be a wee 
bit rising here ; and the Marquis, and a’ the great lords of the 
north, w’ere a’ in it, and nioiiy a gudely gun and broadsword were 
lerricd ower frae Dunkirk forby the poutlier — awfu’ wark we had 
getting them into the tower under cloud o’ night, for y e maun 
tliiiik it w'asiia every body could bo triLSted wi’ sic kittle jobs — 
But if ye will gae haiiie to your siippei*, I tvill tell you a’ about it 
,is ye gang down.” 

“And these wretched boys,” said Ravenswood, “is it your 
pleasure they are to sit tliero all night, to wait tor tlio blowing up 
of a tow’er that is not even on fire 

“ Surely not, it it is yom honour’s pleasure that they suld gang 
hame-; altliongh,” added Valeb, “it wadna do them a gram's 
damage — they wad seroigh less the next day, and sleep tlio 
sounder at c 'eii — But just as your honour likes ” 

Stepping accordingly towards the urchins who manned the 
Imolls near which they stood, C<ileb mtornied them, in an autho- 
ritative tone, that their Honours laird Ravenswood and the 

Marquis of A bad givt'ii orders that the tower was not to 

blow up till next day at noon. The boys dispersed upon this 
comtortablo assurance, (hie or two, however, followed Caleb for 
more information, particularly the urclnn whom he had cheated 
wlu’e officiating as turnspit, who sci earned, “Mr Balderstoii ! 
Mr Baldorstou ! than the castle ’s gane out like an auld wile’s 
spunk 

“ To be sure it is, callant,” said the butler ; “ do yo think the 
Ctistlc of as gi'ejt a lord as Lord Ravenswood wad continue in a 
lileoice, and him standing looking on wi’ his am very een I — It’s 
aye right,” continued (Jaleb, shaking off his fagged page, and 
elosmg m to Ins master, “ to tram up w-eans, as the wise man 
'ays, in the way tlicy should go, and, abooii a’, to teach them 
inspect to then superiors.” 

“ But all tins while, Caleb, you have never told me what 
became of the arms and powder,” saul Ravenswood. 

“Why, as for the arms,” said Caleb, “it was ]ust like the 
bau-n’s rliynie — 

‘ S(imo gaed cast, and some gied west, 

And aoiiio gatd to the cr.iw 'a nest . 

And for the pouther, I e ’en cliangcd it, as occasion served, witli 
the skippers o’ Dutch luggers and French vessels, lor gm and 
brandy, and it served the house niony a year — a gude swap too, 
between what cheereth the soul of man and that winch duigetli it 
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clean out of his body j forby, I kcepit a wheen pounds of it for 
yoursell when ye wanted to take the pleasure o’ shooting — 
\\ hiles, in these latter days, 1 wad hardly liae kond else whar to 
get pouther for your pleasure. — And now that your anger is 
ower, sir, uasna that i^oel mamged o’ me, and arena you far 
better sorted down yonder, than ^e could hae been in your ain 
a aid ruins upby yonder, as the case stands wi’ us now * — the 
nuiir’s the pity.” 

“ I believe you may be right, Caleb ; but, before burning down 
ray castle, «'ithor m jest or m earnest,” said Ravenswood, “ 1 
think T had a right to bo m the secret.” 

“ Fie for shame, your honour !” icplied Caleb ; *^it fits an auld 
carle like mo weel eneu^ h to toll lees for the credit of the family, 
but it wadna beseem tht 'iko o’ your honour’s sell ; besides, young 
tolk are no judieious — they cannot make the maist of a bit fig- 
ment. Now this fire — for a fire it sail be, if I suld burn the 
aiild stable to make it man* feasible — this fire, besides that it 
will be an excuse for asking ony thing w'e want through the 
country, or doun at the haven — this fire will settle mony things 
on an honourable footing for the family’s credit, that cost me 
telling twenty daily lees to a wheen idle chaps and queans, and, 
what ’s waur, without gaining credence.” 

That was hard, indeed, Caleb ; but I do not see how this fire 
should help your voracity or \<nir credit ” 

“ There it is now <” said Caleb ; “ wasna J saying that young 
folk had a green judgment ^ — How suld it help me, quotha * — 
it will be a creditable apology for the honour of the family for tliis 
score of years to come, if it is weel guided. Where’s the family 
pictures ? says ae meddling body — the great fire at Wolf's Crag, 
answers I. Where 's the family plate 1 says another — the great 
fire, says I, wha was to think of plate, whf n life and limb were m 
danger ? — Whore ’s the wardrobe and the Imeit - where ’s the 

tapestries and the decoremeiits f — beds of state, twilts, yiaiids, tind 
testers, napery and broidcrcd wark ? — 'fho fire — the ' re — the 
fire. Guide the fire wee*, and it will ser* o ye for a' that ye suhl 
have and have not- -and, in some sort. .i glide excuse is better 
than the tilings themselves ; for they maun era-k and wea out, 
and be consumed by tune, whereas a gude offcome, prudently 
and creditably handled, may serve a nobleman and his family. 
Lord kens how lang 1” 

Kaveuswood was too well acquainted with his butler’s perti- 
nacity and self-opinion, to lUsputo the point with him any farther 
Leaving Caleb, therefore, to the enjoyment of Ins own succe-^sful 
ingenuity, he returned to the hamlet, where he found the Marquis 
and the good w'oraen of tlie mansion under some anxiety — the 
former on account of his absence, the others for the discredit 
their cookery might sustain by the delay of the supper. All were 
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now at ease, and heard with pleasure that the fire at the castle 
had burned out of itself vvithout reaching the vaults, which was 
the only information that Ravenswood thought it proper to gl^e 
in public concerning the event of his butler's stratagem. 

They sat down to an excellent supper. No mvitation could 
jirevail on Mr and Mrs Girder, even in their own house, to sit 
down at table with guests of such higli quality. They remained 
standing in the apartment, and acted the jiart of respectful and 
careful attendants on the company. Such Averc the manners of 
the time. The elder dame, confident through her ago and con- 
nection with the Itaveiisw’ood family, was less scrupulously cere- 
monious. She played a mixed part betwixt that of the hostess of 
an mn, and the mistress of a private house, Avho receives guests 
aboA'^e her oaa'ii degree. She recommended, and even pressed, 
AAhat she thought best, and Avas hert-olf easily entreated to take a 
moderate share of the good cheer, in order to encourage licr 
guests by her oAvn example. Often she iiiternijited herself, to 
express her regret that “ my Lord did not cat — that the Master 
Avas pyking a bare bane — that, to be sure, there was naetliuig 
there fit to set befitre their honours— tliAt Lord Allan, i*est his 
saul, used to liko a pouthered guse, and said it Avas Latin for a 
fiss o’ brandy — that the brandy eanic frne Kraiico direct ; ioi, 
f<(V a’ the Eughsh laws and gaugers, the Wolf ’s-hopc brigs hadiia 
forgotten the gate to Dunkirk.” 

Here the cooper admonislic'd his inotlier-m-law with his elbow', 
Avhich procured him the lollow'ing special notice in tlio progi’ess 
of her .speech. 

“ Ye iieedna bo drnsliin that gate, John,” continued the old 
lady ; “ iiaebody says that k.-n Avhar the brandy comes frae ; 
and it AA'aclna bo fitting ye should, and you the queen’s cooper ; 
and what signitics ’t,” continued she, addressing Lord Ravens- 
Avood, '‘to king, queen, or koiser, whar an auld AAife like me l)U}s 
lier pickle feueebliiu, or her diap brandy-Avine, to hand her heart 
up I*” 

Having thics oxti’icated herself from her supposed false step, 
Dame Loiip-the-dyke proceeded, during the rest of the evi iimg, to 
supply, AVitli great animation, and vciy little assistance fix m her 
guests, the funds necessary for the support of the conv'CTsation, 
until, declining any farther circulation of their glass, her guests 
requested lier permission to retire to their apartments. 

The Marquis occujiied the chamber of dais, winch, in everj 
house abovo tlie rank of a mere cottage, Ava.s kept sacred for such 
high occasions as the present. The modern finishing Avith plaster 
was then unknown, and tapestry was confined to the houses of the 
nobility and superior gentry. The cooper, therefore, avIio Avas a man 
of some A'anity, as well as some wealth, had imitated tlie fashion 
observ'cd by the inferior landholdei's and elergj, who usually 
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ornamented their state apartments with hangings of a sort of 
stamped leather, manufactured in the Netherlands, garnished with 
trees and animals executed m copper foil, and with many a pithy 
sentence of morality, which, although couched in Low Dutch, 
were perhaps as much attended to in practice as if written in 
broad Scotch. The wdiole had somewhat of a gloomy aspect ; but 
l.ie fire, composed of old pitch-barrel staves, blazed merrily up 
the chimney ; tlie bed was decorated with linen of most frcsJi and 
dazzling whiteness, which had never before been used, and might, 
jicrhaps, have never been used at all, but fop tliis high occasion. 
On the toilette beside, stooil an old-fashioned mirror, in a filla- 
gtve frame, part of the dLspersed finery of the neiglibonrmg 
castle. It was flanked hv a long-nerked bottle of Florence wine, 
by wliK'li stood a glass i.oarly as tall, resembling in shape that 
which Teniers usually places in the hands of his owui portrait, 
when ho paints himself as mingling in the revels of a country 
village. To couiiterljalaiice those foreign sentinels, there mounted 
guard on the other side of the mirror two stout warders of 
.Scottish lineage ; a jug, namelv, of double ale, which held a Scotch 
pint, and a quegh, or hit ker, of ivory and ebony, hooped w ith silver, 
the work of J oliii Girder’s own hands and the pride of lus heart. 
Hesides these pix'parationa against thirst, there was a gootlly dict- 
loaf, or sweet cake ; so that, with such auxiliaries, the apartment 
seemed victualled against a siege of two or three days. 

It only remains to .say, that the Maa'fjiiis’.s valet was in atten 
dance, displacing his Master’s brocaded night-gown, and richly 
embroidered velvet cap, lined and faced with Brussels laee, upon 
a huge leathern easy chair, wheeled round so as to ft.ive the full 
adwantage of the comfortable fire which we have already mon- 
tioned. We therefore commit tliat eminent person to his night’s 
repose, trusting he profited by the ample preparations made ioP 
his accommodation, — jircpavations wdiich we iiaMi mentioned iii 
detail, as illustrati>c ot ancient Scottish manners. 

It IS not necessary wo should be eqii.'lly minute m ’.'.scribing 
the sleeping apartment of the Master of Jlavenswood, Avhich W'as 
that usually occupied by the goodman .md good wife themselves. 
It was comfortably hung with a sort of Avai'm-coloim'd worsted, 
manufactured m Scotland, approaching in texture to w'hat is now 
called shaloon. A sLiring [iieture of John Girder himself orna- 
mented tins dormitory, painted by a .starving Frenchman, who 
had, God knows how or why, .strolled over from Flushing or’ 
Dunkirk to Wolf’s-hope in a smuggling dogger. The features 
were, indeed, those of the stubborn, opiiuomitive, jet sensible 
artisan, but Monsieur *iad contrived to throw a French grace into 
the look and manner, so utterly inconsistent with the dogged 
gravity of the original, th.at it was impossible to look at it with- 
out laughing. Joiin and his family, however, piqued themselves 
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not a little upon this picture, and were proportionably censured 
by the neighbourhood, who pronounced that the cooper, in sitting 
tor the same, and jet more in presuming to hang it up m 1ih 
bedchamber, had exceeded his pnvilege as the richest man of 
the village ; at once stept beyond the bounds of his own rank, 
and eneroaelied upon tlioso of the superior orders ; and, in fine, 
I'ad been guilty of a very overweening act of vajiity pnd presump- 
tion. Resjieet for the memory ot my deceased friend, AJr 
Richard Tinto, has obliged me to treat this matter at some length ; 
but I spare the reader his prolix, though curious observations, as 
well upon the character of the French school, as upon the state of 
iiaiiiting 111 Scotland, at the beginning of tlie eight«.»cnth centurj. 

The other preparations of the Master’s sleeping apartment, 
nero similar to those iii tlie chamber of dais. 

At the usual early hour of that period, the Marquis of A 

and his kinsman prepai’cd to resume their jouruoy. This could 
not he done without an ample breakfast, in which cold meat and 
Jiot meat, and oatmeal flummery, wine and spirits, and milk 
varied by every possible mode of preparation, evinced the same 
ilosirc to do honour to their guests which had boon shewn by the 
liospitable owners of tlie mansion upon tJie evening befoii*. All 
the bustle of preparation lor departure iiowr’ resounded through 
Wolf’s-hope. There was paying of bills and shaking of hands, 
and saddling of horses, and harnessing of carnages, and distri- 
buting of drink-money. The Marquis left a broiwl piece lor the 
gratification of John Girder’s household, which he, tlie said John, 
was for some time disposed to convert to Ins own use ; Dmgwall 
the writer iissiiriiig him ho was justified m so doing, seemg he was 
the dishurser of those expenses wduch were the occasion of the 
gi'atification. Rut, notwithstanding this legal autliority, John 
could not find in his heart to dim the splendour of his late hospi- 
tality, by pocketing any thing in tlie nature of a gratuity. ITo 
only assured his menials he would consider them as a damned 
ungrateful pack, if they bought a gill of brandy elsewhere tliaii 
out of liis own stores ; and as the drink-money was likely to go to 
its legitimate use, he comforted himself that, in this manner, the 
Marquis’s donative w’ould, without any impeachment of <*redit 
and character, come ultimately into his ow’n exclusive possession. 

While arrangements were making for depaiiure, Ravenswood 
made blithe the heart of fais ancient butler, by infoi-ming him, 
cautiously however, (for he knew Caleb’s warmth of imagination,) 
ol the probable change which was about to lake place in hia 
fortunes, lie deposited with Balderstou, at the same time, the 
greater pai't of his slender funds, with an assurance, which lie was 
obliged to reiterate more tlian once, that he himself had sufficient 
supplies in certain prospect. He, therefore, enjoined Caleb, as 
he valued his favom', to desist from all farther manusuvres against 

VOL. vai. p 
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t'lie iiihabitanta of Wolfs-hope, tbcir cellars, poultry-yards, and 
substance whatsoever. In this prohibition, the old domcbtic 
aecpiiesced more readily than his master expected. 

“It was doubtless,” lie said, “ a shame, a discredit, and a sin, 
to harry the puir creatures, when the family were m circum- 
stances to live honourably on tlieir am means ; and there might 
be wisdom,” he added, “ in giving them a while’s breathing time 
at any rate, that they might be tlie more readily brought forward 
upon his honour’s future occasions.” 

This mattiT being settled, and having taken an affectionate 
farewell of his old domestic, the Master rejoined his noble relative, 
w'ho was now ready to "uter Ins carriage. The two landladies, old 
and joimg, having n-c ived in all kindly greeting, a kiss from 
each of their noble guests, stood simpering at the door of their 
house, as the coach-and-Mx, followed by its train of clattering 
horsemen, thundered out of the village. John Oipdcr also stood 
upon his threshold, now looking at his honoured right hiuid, which 
had been so lately sliakon by a marquis and a lord, and now giving 
a glance into the interior of his mansion, which manifested all the 
disarray of the late revel, as if balancing the distinction which he 
liad attained with the expenses of the entertainment. 

At length he opened his oracular jaws. “ Let every man and 
woman hero sot about their iiiii business, as if then) was nae sie 
thing as maripus or master, duke or drake, laird or lord, in this 
Avorld. Let the house be redd up, the broken meat set by, and 
if there is ony thing totally uneatable, let it be gieii to the puir 
folk; and, gudemother and wife, I hae just ac thing to entreat yc, 
that ye will never speak to me a single word, good or bad, aiiciit 
a’ this nonsense wark, but keep a’ your cracks about it to your- 
sells and your kimtncrs, for ray head is weeliiigh dung doini.ut 
wi’ it already.” 

As John’s authority was tolerably absolute, all departed to 
their usual occupations, leaving him to build castles j' 'lie air, if 
he liail a mmd, upon the court favour v 'iich he had acquired by 
tlio expenditure of his worldly substance. 


CHAPTER XXVII. 

Why, now 1 have D.inu* Fortune by tlie forelock, 

And if she eieapes iiiy p!iw«>p, tlir fault h niiiic , 
lie tliiit hath hutfeted with uteoi advereilj, 

Rest kiionii to sliuue his course to fuvoimiig breezes. 

Old Play. 

Oun travellers reached Edinburgh without any farther adven- 
ture, and the Master of Ravenswood, as had been previously 
settled, took up his abode witli his noble friend. 
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In the meantime, the political crisis which had been expected, 
took place, and tlie Tory party obtained, in the Scottish, as in th(> 
Engh'-h councils of Queen Anne, a short-lived ascendency, of 
which it is not our business to trace either the cause or conse- 
quences. Suffice It to say, tliat it affected the different political 
parties accordnig to the nature of their principles. In England, 
many of the High Church party, with Harley, after\\r.rds Earl of 
Oxford, at their head, affected to separate their principles from 
those of the J.icobites, and, on that account, obtained the deno- 
mination of Whimsicals. The Scottish High Church party, on 
tlie contrary, nr, as they termed theinst'lvcs, the Cavaliers, were 
more consistent, if not so prudent, in their politics, and viewi'd 
all the changes now made, as preparatory to calling to the throne, 
upon the queen’s demise, her brother, the Chevalier de St Ceoi'ge. 
Those who had suffered in his service, now entertained the most 
unreasonable hopes, not only of indeinmhcation, but of vengeance 
upon their pohtical adversaries; while families attached to tho 
Whig interest, saw iiotliing befoiii them but a renewal of the 
hardships they had undergone during thi‘ reigns of Charles the 
Second and his brother, and a retaliation of the confiscation winch 
hail been inflicted upon the Jacobites during that of iviiig 
William. 

Hut the most alarmed at tho change of system, was that pru- 
dential set of persons, some of whom are found in all govi'nimeiits, 
but who abound in a provincial administration like that of 
Scotland during the period, ami who arc what Cromwell called 
waiters upon Providence, or, m other words, uniform adherents 
to the party who are uppermost. Many of these hastened to reiwl 

their recantation to the Marquis of A ; and, as it was easily 

seen that he took a deep interest m the affairs of his kinsman, the 
Master of Ravenswood, they were the firat to suggest measures 
for retrieving at least a part of hi-, property, and for restoring him 
in blood against his father’s attainder. 

Old Lord Turntippet professed to be one of tlie most anxious 
for the success of these measures ; for “ it grieved him to the very 
saul,” he said, “ to see so brave a young gentleman, of sic uld 
and undoubted nobility, and, what w'as mair than a’ that, a hluid 

relation of the Marquis of A , the man whom,” he swore, “ he 

honomed most upon the face of theyeartli, brought to so severe a 
pass. For his am puir peculiar,” as ho said, “ and to contribute 
something to the rehabihfation of sae auld ane house,” tlio said 
Turntippet sent m three family pictures lacking the frames, and 
six high-backed chairs, with worked Turkey cushions, liaviug tho 
crest of Ravenswood broidered thereon, without charging a penny 
either of the principal or interest they had cost him, when he 
bought them, sixteen years before, at a roup of tlie furniture of 
Lord Ravenswood’s lodgings in the Caiiongate. 
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Much more to Lord Tunitippet’s dismay than to his surprise, 
although he affected to feel more of the latter than the former, 
the Marquis received his gift very dnly, and observed, that his 
lordship’s restitution, if he expected it to be received by tlic 
Master of Raveiiswood and his fneu'^’s, must comprehend a pretty 
large farm, which, having been mortgaged to Turntippet for a 
ve-’y inadequate sum, he had contrived, dunng the confusion of 
the family affairs, and by means well understood by the lawyers 
of that period, to acquire to himself m absolute property. 

The old tinie-scrving lord wuiced excessively under this requi- 
sition, protesting io God, that he saw no occasion tlie lad could 
have for the instant posrrf.*s8ion of the land, seeing he would doubt- 
less now recover the bulk of his estate from Sir William Ashton, 
to which he was ready to ■ ontribute by every means in his power, 
as was just and reasonable ; and finally declaring, that he was 
willing to settle the land on the young gentleman, after his oivn 
natural demise. 

But all those excuses availed nothing, and he was compelled to 
disgorge the property, on receiving back the sum for which it had 
been mortgaged. Having no other means of making peace with 
the higher powers, ho returned home sorrowful and malecontcnt, 
complaining to his confidents, " that every mutation or change m 
tlio state had hitherto been productive of some sraa’ advantage to 
him in Ins am quiet affairs ; but that the present had (pize upon 
it ') cost him one of the best pen-feathers o’ his wing.*’ 

JSiinilar measures were threatened against otliers who li.ul 
profited by tlic wreck of the fortune of Havens wood j and bir 
William Ashton, in particular, was menaced with an appeal to the 
House of Peers against the judicial sentences under which he 
held the Castle and Bai’ony of Ravenswood. With him, however, 
the iMaster, as well for Lucy’s sake as on account of tliC hospita- 
lity he had received from him, felt himself imder ^lie necessity of 
proceedmg with great candour. He wrote to the late Lord Keeper, 
for he no longer held that office, stating frankly the er.g;>gement 
which existed between him and Miss \shton, requesting his 
penmssion for their union, and assuring him of his willingness 
put the settlement of all matters between them upon such a foot- 
ing, as Sir William himsolf should think favourable. 

The same messenger was charged with a letter to Lady Ashton, 
deprecating any cause of displeasure which the Master might 
uniutentioually have given her, enlarging upon his attachment to 
Miss Ashton, and the length to which it had proceeded, and con- 
juring tho lady, as a Douglas in nature as well as in name, 
generously to forget ancient prejudices and misunderstandings ; 
and to believe that the family had acquired a fnend, and she 
herself a respectful and attached humble servant, in him w'ho 
subscribed himself Edgar, Master of Ravenswood. 
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A tim’d letter Ravenswood addressed to Lucy, aud the ines> 
senger was instructed to find some secret and secure means of 
delivermg it into her own hands. It contained the strongest 
protestations of contmued affection, and dwelt upon the approach- 
ing change of the writer’s fortunes, as chiefly valuable by tending 
to remove the impediments to their union. He related the steps 
he had taken to overcome the prejudices of her parents, and 
especially of her mother, and expressed his hopes they might prove 
effectual. If not, he still trusted that his absence from Scotland 
upon an important and hohourable mission might give time for 
prejudices to die away ; while ho hoped and trusted Miss Ashton’s 
constancy, on which ho had the most implicit reliance, would 
baffle any effort that might be used to divert her attachment. 
Much more there was, which, however interesting to the lovers 
themselves, would afford the reader neither interest nor informa- 
tion. To each of these three letters the Master of Ravenswood 
received an answ’or, but by different means of conveyance, and 
certainly couched in very different styles. 

Lady Ashton answered his letter by his own messenger, who 
w as not allowed to remain at Ravenswood a moment longer than 
‘die was engaged in penning these lines. “ For the hand of Mr 
Ravenswood of Wolf’s Crag — These; 

“ Sir, UNKNOWN', 

“ I have received a letter, signed Edgar, Master of Ravciis- 
wood, concerning the writer whereof I am uncertain, seeing that 
tlie honours of such a family wcto forfeited for high treatson in 
the peraoii of Allan, late Lord Ravenswood. Sir, if you bhall 
happen to be the person so subscribing yourself, you will please 
to know, that T chum the full intei'est of a parent in Miss Lucy 
Ashton, which I have disposed of irrevocably in behalf of a w ortliy 
person. And, sir, were this otherwise, I would not listen to a 
proposal from you, or any of your house, seeing their hand has 
been uniformly held up against the freedom of the subject, and 
the imrtmmtu's of God’s kirk. Sir, it is not a flightering bhnk of 
prosperity which can change my constant opinion m this regard, 
seeing it has been ray lot before now, like holy David, see the 
wicked great in power, and flourishing like a green bay tree ; 
nevertheless I passed, and they were not, and tlie place thereof 
knew them no more. Wishing you to lay these things to your 
heart for your own sake so far as they may concern you, I pray 
you to take no farther notice of her, who desires to remain jour 
unknown servant, Margarkt Douglas, 

“ otherwise Ashton.” 

About two dajs after he had received this very iinsatisfactorj' 
epistle, the Master of Ravenswood, while walkmg up the High 
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Street of Edinburgh, was jostled by a person, in whom, as the 
man pulled off his hat to make an apology, he recognized Lock- 
hard, the confidential domestic of Sir William Ashton. The man 
bowed, slipt a letter into his hand, and disappeared. The packet 
contained four close-written folios, from which, however, as is 
sometimes incident to the compositions of great lawyers, little 
could be extracted, excepting that the writer felt himself in a 
I’ery puzzling predicament. 

Sir William spoke at length of his high value and regard for 
his dear yonng friend, the Master of Ilavenswood, and of his very 

extreme liigh v.-ilue and regard for the Marquis of A , his 

very dear old friend ; — he trusted that any mea‘>ures that tliey 
might adopt, in which he was concerned, would bo earned on 
with duo regard to the --anctity of decreets, and judgments ob- 
tained in foro contentioso protesting, before men and angels, that 
if the law of Scotland, as declared in her supreme courts, wei’e to 
undergo a reversal in the Enghsh House of Lords, tlic evils which 
would thence arise to the public would inflict a greater w'oiind 
upon his heart, than any loss he might himself sustain by such 
irregular proceedings. Ho flourished much on generosity and 
forgiveness of mutual injuries, and hinted at the mutability of 
huiiiau affairs, alwajs favounte topics with the weaker party in 
politics. He pathetically lamented, and gently censured, the 
haste which had been used in depriving him of his situation of 
Lord Keeper, which his experience had enabled him to fill with 
some advantage to tiic public, without so much as giving him an 
opportunity ot expLiIiiing how fai* his own views of general poli- 
tics might essentially differ from those now in power. He was 
convinced the Marquis of A -had as sincere intentions to- 

wards the public, as himself or any man ; and if, upon a confe- 
rence, they could have agi’ccd upon the measures by wliicli it w'as 
to be pursued, Ins exiiciicnce and bis interest should ha'^e gone 
to support the present administration. Upon ihe engigcment 
betwixt Ilavenswood and his daughter, he spoke in a dry and 
confused manner. He regretted so premature a stej. as tlio 
engagement of the young people should have been taken, and 
conjured the Master to remember he h.id never given any 
encouragement thereunto ; and observed, tliat, as a transaction 
inter nimoresy and without concurrence of his daughter’s natural 
curators, the engagement was mept, and void in law. This pre- 
cipitate measure, he added, had produced a very bad effect upon 
Lady Ashton’s mind, which it was impossible at present to 
remove. Her son, Colonel Douglas Ashton, had embracedher pre- 
judices in the fullest extent, and it was impossible for Sir William 
to adopt a course disagreeable to them, without a fatal and irre- 
concilable breach in his family ; which was not at present to bo 
thought of. Time, the great physician, he hoped, would mend all. 
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In a postscript, Sir William said somctliing more explicitly, 
Avliich seemed to intimate, that rather than tlie law of Scotland 
should sustain a severe wound through his sides, by a reversal of 
the judgment of her supreme courts, in the case of the Barony of 
Ravenswood, through the intervention of what, with all submis- 
sion, he must term a foreign court of appeal, he himself would 
extraj'udicially consent to considerable sacrifices. 

From Lucy Ashton, by some unknown conveyance, the Master 
received the following lines : — “ 1 received yours, but it was at 
the utmost risk ; do not attempt to write again till better times. 
I am sore beset, but I will be true to my word, while the exercise 
of my reason is vouchsafed to me. That you are happy and pro- 
smerous is some consolation, and my situation requires it all.” 
The note was signed L. A. 

This letter filled llaveiiswood with the most lively alarm. He 
made many attempts, notwithstanding her jirohibition, to convey 
letters to Miss Ashton, and even to obtain an interview ; but his 
plans were frustrated, and lie had only the mortification to learn, 
that anxious and efiectual precautions had been taken to prevent 
the possibility of tlicir coriespondence. The Master was the more 
distressed by these circumstances, as it became impossible to 
delay his departure from Scotland, upon the important mission 
which had been confided to him. Before his departure, he put 
Sir William Ashton’s letter into the hands of the Marquis of 

A , who observed with a smile, that Sir William's day of grace 

was past, and that he had now to learn winch side of the hedge 
the sun had got to. It was with the greatest difficulty that 
Ravenswood extorted from the Marquis a promise, that he w'ould 
compromise the proce<.‘fUngs in Parliament, providing Sir William 
should be disposed to acquiesce in a union between him and Lucy 
Ashton. 

1 would hardly,” said the Marquis, “ consent to your throwing 
away your birtli-right in this manner, were 1 not perfectly conh- 
dent that Lady Ashton, or Lady Douglas, or whatever she calls 
hCrsclf, will, as Scotchmen say, keep her tlirecp ; and that her 
husband dares not conti’adict her.” 

“ But yet,” said the Master, “ I trust your lordship wdl con- 
sider my engagement as sacred ?” 

“ Believe my word of honour,” said tlie Marquis, “ I w’ould 
be a friend even to your follies ; and having thus told you mtf 
opinion, T will endeavour, as occasion offers, to serve you accor- 
ding to your own.” 

The Master of Ravenswood could but thank his generous 
kinsman and patron, and leave him full power to act m all his 
affairs. He departed from Scotland upon his mission, which, 
it was supposed, might detain huu upon the Continent for some 
months. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 


■\V (s evor wotimn in f Iii^ iiunioiir wooetl ’ 

Was over woman in this humour won 
1 ’ll li.ive liur. 

Richard the Tim d. 

Twelve montlis had passea away since the Master of Ravens- 
^voo(l’s departure for the Continent, and althoufTh his return tu 
Scotland had been expected in a inucli shorter .space, yet the 
affairs of hw mission, or, according to a prevailing report, others 
of a nature personal to himself, still detained him abroad. In 
the meantime, the altei* 1 state of affairs in Sir William Ashton’s 
family may be gathorea from the following conversation which 
took place betwixt Bucklaw and his confidential bottle companion 
and dependent, the noted Captain Craigengclt. 

They were seated on cither side of the huge sepulchral-looking 
freestone chimney in the low hall at Gimington. A wood fire 
blazed merrily in the grate ; a round oaken table, placed betweeu 
them, supported a stoup of excellent claret, two rummer glasses, 
and otlier good cheer ; and yet, with all these appliances and 
means to boot, the countenance of the patron was dubious, doubt- 
ful, and unsatisfied, while the invention of his dependent w'as 
taxed to tlio utmost, to parry what he most dreaded, a fit, as ho 
called it, of the snllcns, on the part of his protector. After along 
p.ause, only interrupted by the devil’s tattoo, which Bucklaw 
kept beating against the hearth with the too of his boot, Craigrn- 
gelt at la.st ventured to break silence. May I bo double dis- 
tiincod,” said he, “ if ever 1 .saw a man in my hfe have less the 
air of a bridegroom ' Cut me out of feather, if you have not more 
the look of a man condemned to be hanged !” 

“ My kind thanks for the compliment,” replied Buck’aw ; “but 
I suppose yon think upon the predicament in wliich W'u yourself 
are most likely to bo placed ; — and pra”, Captam Craigengelt, if 
it please your .worship, why should I look merry, when I’m sad, 
and devilish sad too 

“ And that ’s what vexes me,” said Craigengelt, “ Hero is 
tills match, the best in tlie whole coimtry, and which you wei*e so 
anxious about, is on the point of being concluded, and you are as 
sulky as a bear that has lost its whelps.” 

“ I do not know,” answered the laird, doggedly, “ whether I 
should conclude it or not, if it was not tliat I am too far forwards 
to leap back.” 

“ Leap back !” exclaimed Craigengelt, with a w’dl-aasumed air 
of astonishment, “ that would be playing the back-game with a 
witness 1 Leap back ! Why, is not the girl’s fortune — 
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« The young lady’s, if you please,” said Ha\ ston, interrupting 
him. 

“Well, well, no disrespect meant — Will MiSS Ashton’s tocher 
not weigh against any in Lothian ?” 

“ Granted,” answered Uucklaw ; “ hut I care not a penny for 
her tocher — T have enough of my own.” 

“ And the mother, that love.s you like her own child 

“ Better tlian some of her children, I believe,” said Bucklaii, 
“ or there would be little love wared on the matter.” 

“ And Colonel Sholto Douglas Ashton, who desires the marriage 
above all earthly things ?” 

“ Becausi',” said Bucklaw, “ he expects to carry the county of 
through my interest.” 

* “ And the father, who is as keen to see the match concluded, as 
ever 1 have been to win a main ?” 

“ Ay,” said Bucklaw, in the same disparaging manner, “ it lies 
yiith .Sir William’s policy to secure the next best match, since he 
cannot barter his child to save the great Ravenswood estate, 
which the English House of Lords are about to wrench out of his 
clutches.” 

“ What say you to the young lady herself *” said Cnaigcngelt ; 
“ tlie finest young w'oman in all Scotland, ono that you used t«> bo 
so fond of when she was cross, and now she consents to lia\e you, 
and gives up her engagement with Ravenswood, you are for 
jdibing — I must say, tiie devil’s m ye, when ye neither know 
what you would have, nor what you would want.” 

“ I ’ll toll you my meaning m a word,” answered Bucklaw, 
getting up and walking through the room ; “ I want to know what 
the devil is tlie causc of Miss Ashton’s changing her mind so 
suddenly 1” 

“ And what need you care,” said Craigeiigelt, “ since the 
change is in your favour 

“ I'll tell you what it IS,” returned his patron, “ I never knew 
much of that sort of fine ladies, and I believe they may be a-s 
capricious as the devil ; but there is something in Miss Ashton’s 
change, a devihsh deal too sudden, and too serious for a mere 
flisk of her own. I ’ll be 1 ound Lady Ashton understands every 
machine for breaking in the human mind, and there .ire as many 
as there are cannon-bits, martingales, and cavesson 5 for young 
colts.” 

“ And if that were not the case,” said Craigengelt, “ how the 
devil should we ever get tlieni into training at all f” 

“ And that ’s true too,” said Bucklaw, suspending his mardi 
through the diniug-room, and leaning upon the back of a chair. — 
“ And besides, here's Ravenswood in tho way still ; do you think 
he’ll give up Lucy’s engagement 1” 

“ To be sure he will,” answered Ci’aigcngelt ; “ what good can 
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it do him to refuse, since he wishes to marry another woman, and 
she another man V* 

“ And you believe seriously,” said Bucklaw, “ that he is going 
to marry the foreign lady we heard of ?” 

“ You heard yourself,” answered Craigengelt, “what Captain 
Westenho said about it, and tlie great preparation made for their 
bhthesomc bndal.” 

“ Captain Westenho,” replied Bucklaw, “has rather too much 
of your own cast about him, Craigio, to make what Sir William 
would call a ‘famous witness.’ lie drinks deep, plays deep, 
swears deep, and I suspect can he and cheat a little into the 
bargain C^eful qualities, Craigie, if kept in their pixiper 
sphere, but which have a little too much of tlie freebooter to 
make a figure in a court nl evidence.” 

“ Well, then,” said Ciaigcngelt, “ will you believe Colonel 

Douglas Ashton, who heard the Marquis of A say in a public 

circle, but not aware that he was within oar-shot, that his kins- 
man had made a better arrangement for himself than to give his 
father’s land for the palc-cheeked daughter of a broken-down 
fanatic, and that Bucklaw was welcome to the wearing of liavens- 
wood’a shaughlcd shoes.” 

“ Did he say so, by heavens 1” cried Bucklaw, breaking out 
into one of those incontrollable fits of passion to which he was 
constitutionally subject, — “ if T had hoard him, I would have 
torn the tongue out of his throat before all his pets and minions, 
and Highland bullies into the bargain. Why did not Ashton run 
him through tlie body 

“ Capote me if I know,” said the Captain. “ lie deserved it 
sure enough ; but he is an old man, and a minister of state, and 
there would be more risk than credit in meddling with him. You 
had more need to think of making up to Miss Lucy Ashton the 
disgrace that ’s like to fall upon her, than of interfering with a 
man too old to fight, and on too high a stool tor your hand to 
reaeli him.” 

“ It shall reach him, though, one day,” * aid Bucklaw, ' and his 
kinsman Raveiigwood to boot. In the rneantiine, 1 'll take care 
Miss Ashton receives no discr«‘dit for tne slight they have put 
upon her. It ’s an awkward job, however, and I wish it were 
ended ; T scarce know liow to talk to her, — but fill a bumper, 
Craigie, and we ’ll drink her health. It grows late, and a night- 
cowl of good ckvret is worth all the considonng-caps in Europe.” 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

It was the cppy of our conference 
In bed she slept not, for luy ur(>;ing it , 

At board she fed not. for tny urging it , 

Alone, It was the subject of my theme. 

In company 1 often glanced at it. 

Comedy of Ei rort. 

Tiik next morning saw Buoklaw, and his faithful Achates, 
Craigengelt, at liavenswood Castle. They were most courteously 
received by tlie knight and his lady, as well as by their son and 
heir, Colonel Ashton. After a good dc.il of stammering and 
blushing, — for Bueklaw, notwithstanding his audacity in other 
matters, had all the sheepish bashlulness coinmuii to those who 
have lived little in respectable society, — he contrived at length 
to explain his wish to be admitted to a confereiiee with Miss 
Ashton upon the subject of their approaclimg union. Sir William 
and his son looked at Lady Ashton, who rt'plicd with the greatest 
composure, “ tlnit Lucy would wait upon Mr Hajston directly. 
1 hope,” she added with a smih*, “ that as Lucy is very young, 
and has been lately trepanned into an engagement, of which she 
is now heartily asliaiuod, our dear Bueklaw will excuse her wish, 
that I should bo present at their interview 

“ 111 truth, my dear lad^,” said Bueklaw, “ it is the very thing 
that I would have desired on my own account; for I have been 
so little accustomed to what is called gallantry, that T shall cer- 
tainly fall into some cursed mistaKe, unless 1 have tlic advantage 
of your ladyship as an interpreter.” 

It was thus that Bueklaw, m the perturbation of his ombarrass- 
meiit upon this critical occasion, forgot the just apprehensions he 
had entertained of Lady Ashton’s overbearing ascendency over 
her daughter’s mmd, and lost an opportunity of ascertaining, by 
Ins own nil estigation, the real state of Luej’s feelings. 

The othei gentlemen left the room, and in a short time. Lady 
Ashton, followed by her daughter, entered the apartment. She 
appeared, as ho had seen her on former occasions, i.'tlier com- 
posed than agitated ; but a nicer judge than he could .carcc liave 
determined, wlietiicr Jicr cahiiucss was that of dosj'air, or of 
indifference. Bueklaw was too much agitated by his nan feelings 
minutely to scrutinize those of the lady. Ho staninierod out an 
unconnected address, confounding together the two or three topics 
to which it related, and stopt short before he brought it to any 
regular conclusion. Miss Ashton listened, or looked as if she 
listened, but returned not a single word iii answer, continuing to 
fix her eyes on a small piece of embroidery, on which, as if by 
instinct or habit, her fingers were busily employed. Lady Ashtuu 
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Hat at some distance, almost screened from notice by tlio deep 
embrasure of the window in which she had placed her chair. 
From this she whispered, in a tone of voice, which, tliough soft 
and sweet, had something in it of admonition, if not command, — 
“ Lucy, my dear, remember — have you heard what Bucklaw has 
been saying 1” 

The idea of her mother’s presence seemed to have slipped from 
the unhappy girl’s recollection. She started, dropped her needle, 
and repeated hastily, and almost in the same breath, the contra- 
dictory answers, “ Yes, madam — no, my lady — I beg pardon, I 
did not hear.” 

“ You need not blush, my love, and still less need you look so 
pale and frightened,” saitl Lady Ashton, coming forward ; “ we 
know tliat maiden’s ears lunst be slow in receiving a gentleman’s 
language ; but you must remember Mr Hayston speaks on a 
subject on which you have long since agreed to give him a 
favourable hearing. You know how much your father and 1 have 
our hearts set upon an event so extremely desirable,” 

In Lady Ashton’s voice, a tone of impressive, and even stem 
innuendo was sedulously and skilfully concealed, under an appear- 
ance of the most affectionate maternal tenderness. The manner 
was for Bucklaw, who was easily enough imposed upon; tho 
matter of the exhortation was for tlie temfied Luey, who w'oll 
knew how to interpret her motlu'r’s hints, how'ever skilfully their 
real purport might be veiled from general observation. 

Miss Ashton sat upright in her chair, cast round her a glance, 
111 which fear w'as mingled witli a still wilder expression, but 
remained perfectly silent. Bucklaw, who had in the meantiine 
paced tho room to and fro, until he had recovered his composure, 
now stopped within two or three yards of her chair, and broke 
out aa follows: — “I believe I have been ad — d fool. Miss 
Ashton ; I have tried to speak to you as people tell me young 
ladies like to be talked to, and I don’t think jou comj*rohend 
what I have been saying; and no wonder, for d — n me if I 
understand it myself I But, however, once for all, and j*. broad 
Scotch, your fatlitjr and mother like what is proposed, and if you 
can take a plain young fellow for your husband, who will never 
cross you in any thing yon have a mind to, I will place you at tlio 
head of the best establishment in the three Lotliiaiis ; you shall 
have Lady Girnington’s lodging in the Canoiigate of Edinburgh, 
go wliere you please, do what you please, and see what you please, 
and that ’s fair. Only 1 must have a comer at the board-end for 
a worthless old playfellow of mine, whose company I would 
rather want than have, if it w'ere not that the d — d fellow has 
persuaded me tliat I can ’t do without him ; and so I hope you 
won ’t except against Craigie, although it might be easy to find 
much better company.” 
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“ Now, out upon you, Bucklaw,” said Lady Ashton, ajjaiu 
interposing, — “ how can you think Lucy can have any objection 
to that blunt, honest, good-natured creature. Captain Craigeu- 
gelt*” 

“ Why, madam,” replied Bucklaw, “ as to Craigie’s sincerity, 
honesty, and good-nature, they are, I believe, pretty much upon 
a par — but tliat ’s neither here nor there — tlie fellow knows my 
ways, and has got useful to me, and I cannot well do without 
him, as 1 said before. But all tins is nothing to the purpose ; 
for since I have mustered up courage to make a plain proposal, 1 
would fain hear Miss Ashton, from her own lips, give me a plain 
answer.” 

“ My dear Bucklaw,” said Lady Ashton, “ let me spare Lucy's 
bashfulness. 1 tell you, iii her presence, that she has already 
consented to be guided by her lather and me in this matter. — 
Lucy, my love,” she added, Avith that singular combination of 
suavity of "tone and pointed energy winch we have already 
noticed — “ Lucy, my dearest love 1 speak for yourself, is it not 
as 1 say 

Her victim answered in a tremulous and hollow voice — “ I 
hare promised to obey you, — but upon one condition.” 

“ She means,” said Lady Ashton, turning to Bucklaw, “ she 
expects ail answer to the demand which she has made upon the 
man at Vienna, or Ratisboii, or Pans -- or where is he — for 
restitution of the engagement in which he had the art to involve 
her. You will not, 1 am sure, my dear fnend, think it is wrong 
that she should feel much delicacy upon this head; indeed, it con- 
cerns us all.” 

“ Perfectly right — quite fair,” said Bucklaw, half humming, 
half spealiing the end of the old song — 

“ It 13 best to be off wi’ the old lovo 
Before you bo on vvi’ the new " 

“But T Ihought,” said he, pausing, “you might have had an 
answer six times told from Ravenswood D — n me, if 1 have 
not a mind to go and fetch one myself, if Miss Ashton vviU honour 
me with the commission.” 

“ By no means,” said Lady Ashton, “ we have had the utmost 
difficulty of preventing Douglas, (for whom it would bo more 
proper,) from taking so rash a step ; and do you think we could 
pemut you, my good friend, almost equally dear to us, to go to a 
desperate man upon an errand so desperate ? In fact, all the 
friends of the family are of opinion, and my dear Lucy herself 
ought so to think, that, as this unworthy person has returned no 
answer to her letter, silence must on this, as in oilier cases, be 
held to give consent, and a contract must be supposed to bo given 
up, when the party waves insisting upon it. Sir William, who 
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should know best, is clear upon this subject ; and therefore, my 
dear Lucy ’* 

“ Madam,” said Lucy, witli unwonted energy, " urge me n(* 
farther — if this unhappy engagement be restored, I have already 
said you shall dispose ot me as you will — till then I sliould com- 
mit a heavy sin in the sight of God and man, in doing what you 
require.” 

“ But, my love, if this man remains obstinately silent ” 

“ He will not be silent,” answered Lucy; “ it is six weeks.sinee 
I sent him a double of my former letter % a sure hand ” 

“ You haA'e not — you could not — you durst not,” said Lady 
Ashton, with violence inconsistent with the tone she had intended 
to assume ; but instantly correcting her^df, “ My dearest Tuicy,” 
said she, in her sweetest tone of expostulation, “how could jou 
think of such a thing V’ 

“ No matter,” said Bucklaw ; “ I respect Miss Ashton for her 
sentiments, and I only wish I had been her messenger iny&elf.” 

“ And pray how long, Miss Ashton,” said her mother ironically, 
“ are we to wait the return of your Pacolet— your fairy messenger 
— since our humble couriers of flesh and blood could not be 
trusted in this matter *” 

“ I have numbered weeks, days, hours, and minutes,” said 
Miss Ashton; “within another week I shall have an answer, 
unless he is dead. — Till that tim<', six’,” she said, addressing 
Bucklaw, “ let me be thus far beholden to you, that you will beg 
my mother to forbear me upon tins subject.” 

“ I will make it my particular enti*caty to Lady Ashton,” said 
Bucklaw. “ By my honour, madam, I respect your teelings ; 
and, although tlio prosecution of this affair be rendered dc.arcr to 
me than ever, yet, as I am a gentleman, I would renounce it, 
were it so urged as to give you a moment’s pain.” 

“ Mr Ilayston, I think, cannot apprehend that,” said Lady 
Ashton, looking pale with anger, “ when the d.iuglitLr’8 h ippiness 
lies in the bosom of the mother. — Let iii'' ask you. Miss \shton, 
in what terms your last letter was couch(»-i ?” 

“Exactly in l^e same, madam,” answered Lucy, “which you 
dictated on a former occasion.” 

“ When eight days have elapsed, tlien,” said her mother, re- 
suming her tone of tendeniess, “ we shall hope, my dearest love, 
tliat you will end this suspense.” 

“ Miss Ashton must not bo hurried, madam,” said Bucklaw, 
whose bluntness of feeling did not by any means arise from want 
of good nature — “ messengers may be stopped or delayed. I have 
known a day’s journey broke by tlie casting of a fore-shoe. — ■ 
Stay, let mo see my calendar — the ‘20th day from this is St 
Judo’s, and, the day before, I must be at Caverton Edge to see 
tlie match between tlie Laird of Kittlegirth’s black mare, and 
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Johnston the meal-monger’s four-3'ear-old colt ; but I can ride all 
night, or Craigie can bring me word how tlic match goes ; and I 
hope, in the meantime, as I shall not myself distress Miss Ashton 
with any farther importunity, that your ladyship yourself, and 
Sir William, and Colonel Douglas, will have the goodness to 
allow her uninterrupted time for making up her mind.” 

‘‘ Sir,” said Miss Ashton, “ you are generous.” 

“ As for that, madam,” answered Bucklaw, “ I only pretend to 
be a plain good-humoured young fellow, as I said before, who 
will willingly make you happy if you will pennit him, and shew 
him how to do so.” 

Having said this, he saluted her with more emotion than was 
consistent with his usual tram of feeling, and took his leave ; Lady 
Ashton, as she accompanied him out of the apartment, assuring 
him that her daughter did full justice to the sincerity of his 
attachment, and rcijuestiiig him to see Sir William before his 
departure, since,’’ as she said, with a keen glance reverting 
towards Lucy, ‘‘ against St Jude’s day, we must all be ready to 
sign and seal ” 

To sign and seal echoed Lucy in a muttering tone, as the 
door of the apartment closed — “ M'o sign and seal — to do and die 
and, clasping her extenuated hands together, she sunk back on the 
easy-chair she occupied, 111 a state resembling stupor. 

From this she was shortly alter aWiikcned by the boisterous 
entry of her brother Henry, who clamorously reminded her of 
a promise to give him two yards of carnation nbbon to make knots 
to his new gartci’s. With the most patient composuixi Lucy arose, 
and opened a little ivory -cabinet, sought out tlie ribbon the lad 
wonted, mcasuivd it acciu'ately, cut it off into proper lengths, 
and knotted into the fushion his boyish whim re.juircd. 

“ Dmna shut the cabinet yet,” s.iid Henry', “ for I must have 
some of your silver wire to fasten the hells to my hawk’s jesses, 
— and yet the new falcon’s not w'orth them neither ; for do you 
know, ^tiT all the plague wo had to get her from an eyry, all the 
way at Posse, in Maiiiior Water, she’s going to pro\e, after all, 
nothing better than a rifler — she just wets her singles in the 
blood of the partridge, and then breaks away, and lots her fly ; 
and what good can the poor biixl do after that, you know, except 
pmo and die ui the first heather-cow or whin-bush she can crawl 
into ?” 

“Right, Henry — right, very right,” said Lucy, mournfully, 
holding the boy fast by the hand, alter she had given him the 
wire he wanted ; “ but there are inoix* riflers in the world than 
your falcon, and more wounded birds that seek but to die in 
quiet, that can find neither brake nor whm-bu&h to hide their 
heads in.” 

“ Ah 1 that’s some speech out of your romances,” said the boy ; 
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“and Sholto says they have turned your head. But I hear 
Norman whistling to tlic hawk ; I must go fasten on the jesses.” 

And he scampered away with the thoughtless gaiety of boy- 
hood, leaving his sister to the bitterness of her own reflections. 

“It is decreed,” she said, “that every li.ing creature, even 
those who owe me most kindness, arc to shun me, and leave me 
to those by whom I am beset. It is just it should be tims 
Alone and uncounselled, I involved mys-clf in the.se perils — alone 
and uncounscllcd, I must extricate myself or die.” 


CHAPTER XXX. 

tVIiat ilotli pusuo 

Dut mono / and dull niel.incholv 
Kinsman to Kriin and foiiifortle<-s do'ipTir, 

And, at her heels, a liii^o infettiniis tii<on 
Of pale distemperaturcs, and fops to life ' 

Comedi) o/Eirors 

As some vindication of the ease with which Bucklaw (who 
otherwise, as he tenned himself, was really a very good-humoured 
fellow) resigned his judgment to the management of Lady 
Ashton, while paying lus addresses to her daughter, the reader 
must call to mind the strict domestic discipline, which, at tins 
period, was exercised over the females of a Scottisli family. 

The manners of the country in this, as m many other respects, 
coincided with those of Fi-aiice before the revolution. Young 
women of the higher ranks seldom mingled in society until after 
marriage, and, both in law and fact, were held to be under the 
strict tutelage of their parents, who were too apt to enforce die 
views for their settlement in hfo, w-itliout paying any regard to ihe 
mcliiiafiion of the parties chiefly inU'rcsted. On such occasions, 
the suitor expected little more from his bride ilian a silent acqui- 
escence in the will of her parents ; and as few opportunities of 
acquaintance, far loss of intimacy, occunxjd, iie maa<. his chiJice 
by the outside, as the lovera in the Mercliant of Venice select the 
casket, contented to trust to chance the issue of tlie lottery, in 
which he had hazarded a venture. 

It was not therefore surprising, such being the general manners 
of the age, that Mr Hayston of Bucklaw, whom dissipated habits 
had detailed in some degree from the best society, should not 
attend particularly to those feelings in his elected bride to which 
many men of more sentiment, experience, and reflection, would, 
in all probability, have been equally indifferent. Ho knew wliat 
all accounted the principal point, that her parents and friends, 
namely, were decidedly m hia favour, and there existed most 
powei^ reasons for their predilection. 
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Tn truth, the conduct of the Marquis of A since Bavens- 

•wood’s departure, liad been such as almost to bar the possibility 
of his kinsman's union with Lucy Ashton. The Marquis was 
Ravenswood’s sincere, but misjudging friend; or rather, like 
many friends and patrons, he consulted what he considered to be 
his relation’s true interest, although ho knew that m doing so he 
run counter to his inclinations. 

The Marquis drove on, therefore, with the plenitude of minis- 
terial authority, an appeal to the British House of Peers against 
those judgments of the courts of law, by wliich Sir William 
became possessed of Ravenswood’s hereditary property. As tins 
measure, enforced witli all the authority of power, was new in 
Scottish judicial proceedings, though now so frequently resorted 
to, it was exclaiiued against by the lawyers on the opposite side 
of politics, as an mtertercncc with the civil judicature of the 
country, equally new, arbitrary, and tyrannical. And if it thus 
affqcted even strangers connected with them only by political 
party, it may be guessoil what the Ashton family themsi'lvcs said 
and thought under so gross a disjiensatioii. Sir William, still more 
worldly-minded than ho was timid, was reduced to despair by the 
loss by winch he was thicateued. llis sou’s haughtier spirit was 
exalted into rage at the id( i of being deprived of Ins expected 
patnmony. But to Lady Ashton’s yet more vindictive h'nipcr, 
the conduct of JLiveiiswooil, or rather of his patron, appeared to 
be an offence challongiiig tlie deepest and most mortal revenge. 
Even the quiet and coiiiuling temper of Lucy herself, swajed by 
the opinions expressed bv all around her, could not but consider 
the conduct of llavenswood as precipitate, and oven unkind. “It 
w’as ray fatlier,” she i<'peated with a sigh, “ who welcomed him to 
this place, and encouraged, or at le.ist allowed, tlio intimacy 
between us. Should he not have reiiienibeied this, and requited 
it with at least some moderate degree of procrastination in the 
assertion of hn own alleged riglits 1 I would liave forfeited for 
him double the value of these lauds, which he pursues with an 
atdoilr that shews he has forgottcu how much I am implicated m 
the matter.” 

Lucy, however, could only murmur these things to herself, 
unwilling to increase the prejudices against her lover entertained 
by aJl ai‘oimd her, who exclaimed against the steps puisued on 
his account, as illegal, vexatious, and tyninnical, resembling tlie 
worst measures in the worst times of the woi'st Stewarts, and a 
degradation of Scotland, tlie decisions of whose learned judges 
were thus subjeeted to tlie review of a court, composed, indeed, of 
men of the highest rank, but who were not trained to the study 
of any municipal law, and might be supposed specially to hold in 
contempt that of Scotland. As a natural consequemee of the 
alleged injustice meditated towards her father, every means was 
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resorted to, and every argument urged, to induce Miss Ashton to 
break off her engagement with Ravenswood, as being scandalous, 
shameful, and sinful, formed with the mortal enemy of her 
family, and calculated to add bitterness to the distress of her 
parents. 

Lucy’s spirit, however, was high ; and although unaided and 
alone, she could have borne much — sho could have endured the 
repinings of her father — his murmurs against what he called the 
tyrannical usage of the ruling party — his ceaseless charges of ingra- 
titude against Ravenswood — his endless lectures on tlie various 
means by which contracts may be voided and annulled — his quota- 
tions from the civil, the municipal, and the canon law — and his 
prelections upon the patria potestas. 

She might have bo‘ne also in patience, or repelled with scorn, 
tlie bitter taunts and occasional violence of her brother Colonel 
Douglas Ashton, and the impertinent and intrusive interference 
of other friends and relations. But it was beyond her power 
effectually to withstand or eludo the constant and unccasmg 
persecution of I^ady Ashton, who, laying every other wish aside, 
had bent the whole efforts of her powerful mind to break her 
daughter’s contract with Ravenswood, and to place a perpetual 
bar between tbo lovers, by effecting Lucy’s union with Bucklaw, 
Far more deeply skilled than her husband in the recesses of the 
human heart, she was aware, that in this way she might strike a 
blow of deep and decisive vengeance upon one, whom she esteemed 
as her mortal enemy ; nor did she hesitate at raising her arm, 
although she knew that the wound must be dealt through 
the bosom of her daughter. With this stem and fixed purpose, 
she sounded every deep and shallow of her daughter’s soul, 
assumed alternately every disguise of manner which could serve 
her object, and prepared at leisure every species of dire machi- 
nery, by which the liuraan mind can be wrenched frr»m its 
settled determination. Some of tliese were oi an obvious descrip- 
tion, and require only to be cursorily mentioned ; others were 
characteristic of tlie time, the countrv, and the peisyiis engaged 
in this singular drama. 

It was of tho last consequence, that all intercourse betwixt the 
lovers should be stopped, and, by dint of gold and authority. Lady 
Ashton contrived to possess herself of such a complete command 
of all who were placed around her daughter, that, in fact, no 
Icaguered fortress was ever more completely blockaded ; while, at 
the same time, to all outward appearance. Miss Ashton lay under 
no restriction. Tho verge of her parents’ domams became, in 
respect to her, like the viewless and enchanted line di'awu around 
a fairy castle, where nothing unpermitted can eitlier enter from 
without, or escape from withm. Thus every letter, in which 
Ravenswood conveyed to Lucy Ashton the indispensable reasons 
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v^llich detained him abroad, and more than one note which poor 
Lucy liad addressed to him through what she thought a secure 
channel, fell into the hands of her mother. It could not be, but 
that the tenor of those intercepted letters, especially those of 
liavcnswood, should contain something to irritate the passions, and 
fortify the obstinacy, of her into whose hands tliey fell ; but liudy 
Ashton’s passions were too deep-rooted to require this fresli food. 
She bunit the papers ns regularly as she perused them ; and as 
they consumed into vapour and tinder, regarded them witli a 
siiiilo upon her compressed lips, and an oxult.itiou in her steady 
eye, which shewed her confidence that the hopes of the wntei’s 
sliould soon be rendered equally uiisnbstantiiil. 

It usually happens, that fortune aids the machinations of those 
who are prompt to avail themselves of every chance that offers. 
A report w’as wafted from the Continent, founded, like others of 
the same sort, upon many plausible circunistaiiccs, but without 
any real basis, stating the Master of Ravenswood to be on the 
eve of marriage with a fomgn lady of fortune and distinction. 
This was greedily caught up by both the jMilitical parties, who 
were at once struggling for powei and for jiftjndar favour, and 
who seizt'd, as usual, upon the most private cireunistaiices m the 
lives of each other’s partisans, to convert lliem into subjects of 
political discussion. 

The Marquis of A gave his ojiinion aloud and publicly, 

not indeed in the coai’se terms ascribed to bun by Captain Craig- 
engelt, but ill a manner bufficiently offensive to the A.shtoiis: — 
“ lie thiiught the report,” he said, “ highly jirobable, and hcai’tily 
wished it might be true. Such a match was titter and far more 
creditable for a spirited young fellow, tlian a marriage witli the 
daughter of an old whig lawyer, whoso chicanery had so nearly 
ruined his fiitlier.” 

The other p.n’ty, of course, laying out of view the opposition 
which tho Master of Ravenswood received from Miss Ashton’s 
j’ajmly, cried '-hame upon his fickleness and perfidy, as if ho had 
seduced the young lady into an engagement, and wilfully and 
causelessly abaiidoiied her for another. 

Sufficient caiv wa.s taken that this report sliould find ifs way to 
Ravenswood Castle through every various channel, Lady Ashton 
being well aware, that the very reiteration of tho sanni rumour 
from so many quarters could not but give it a semblance of 
truth. By some it w.is told as a piece of ordinary news, by some 
communicated as serious intelligence ; now it was whispered to 
Lucy Ashton’s ear iu the tone of malignant pleasantry, and now- 
transmitted to her as a matter of grave and serious warning. 

Even the boy Henry was made tho instrument of adding to his 
sister’s torments. Ono morning he rushed into the room with 
a willow bi-anch in liia liand, which he told her had armed tliat 
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instant from Germany for her special wearing. Lucy, as we 
have seen, was remarkably fond of her younger brother, and at 
that moment his wanton and tlioughtless unkindness seemed 
more keenly injurious than even the studied insults of her elder 
brother. Her gnef, liowever, had no shade of rcsentmc'iit ; she 
folded her arms about the boy’s neck, and saying, faintly, “ Poor 
Henry ! you speak but what tliey tell you,” she burst into a flood 
of unrestrained tears. The boy was moved, notwithstanding the 
thoughtlessness of his age and character. “ The devil take me,” 
said he, “ Lucy, if I feteli you any more of these tormenting mes- 
sages again ; for I like jou better,” said he, kissing away the tears, 
“ than the whole pack of them ; and you sliall lia\« my pvy pony 
to ride on, and you (-liall canter him if you like, — ay, and ride 
beyond the village, t , if you ha\e a nimd.” 

“ Who told you,’' said Lucy, “ that I am not pemntted to ride 
where T please 1” 

“ That ’s a secret,” said the boy ; " but you will find you can 
never ride beyond flic village but your hoi“se wiU cast a shoe, or 
fall lame, or the castle bell will ring, or something will happen to 
bring you back. — But if I tell you more of these things, Douglas 
will not get me the pair of colours they have promibed me, and 
so good-morrow to you.” 

This dialogue plunged Lucy in still deeper dejection, as it tended 
to shew her plainly, what .she had for sorno time suspected, that 
she was little both r than a prisoner at large in her father’s house. 
We have described her m the outset of our .story as of a romantic 
disposition, delighting in talcs of lo\o and wonder, and readily 
identifying herselt with the situation of those legendary heroines, 
with whose adventures, for want of better reading, her memory 
had become stocked. The fairy wand, with which in her solitude 
she had delighted to raise visioii.s of ench.^ntmcnt, became now 
the rod of a magician, the bond slave of evil genii, serving only 
to invoke spectres at which the exorcist trembled. She felt her- 
self the object of suspicion, of scorn, of dislike at lea-st, if not of 
hatred, to her own family j and it seamed to her uiat she was 
abandoned by the very person on whose account she w as exposed 
to the enmity of all around her. Indeed, the evidence of Bavens- 
wood’s infidelity begsu to assume every day a more determined 
character. 

A soldier of fortune, of the name of Westenho, an old familiar 
of Craigengelt’s, chanc.ed to arrive from abroad about this time. 
The worthy Captain, though without any precise communication 
with Lady Ashton, alw-ays acted r.io.st regularly and sedulously 
in support of her plans, and easily pre\ ailed upon his friend, by 
dint of exaggeration of real circumstances, and coining of others, 
to give explicit testimony to the truth of I^veuswood’s approach- 
ing marriage. 
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Thus beset on all hands, and in a manner reduced to despair, 
Lucy’s temper gave way under the pressure of constant alHiction 
and persecution. She became gloomy and abstracted, and, con- 
trary to her natural and ordinary habit of mind, sometimes turned 
with spirit, and even fierceness, on tliose by whom she was long 
and closely annoyed. Her healtli also began to bo shaken, and 
her hectic cheek and wandering eye gave symptoms of wliat is 
called a fever upon the sjnrits. In most mothers tliis would ha\e 
moved compassion ; but Lady Ashton, compact and firm of pur- 
pose, saw tliese wavonngs of health and intellect with no greater 
sympathy than that with which the hostile engineer rcgai’ds the 
towers of a beleagured city as they reel under the ibscharge of 
his artillery ; or rather, she considered these starts and inequali- 
ties of temper as symptoms of Lucy’s expiring resolution ; as the 
angler, by the throes and convulsive exertions of the fish which 
ho has hooked, becomes aware tliat ho soon will bo able to land 
him. To accelerate the catastiophe in the prostmt case, Lady 
Ashton had recourse to an expedient very consistent with tlio 
temper and credulity of those tunes, but which the reader will 
probably pronounce tinily detestable and diabolical. 


CHAPTER XXXT. 

«««««« 

In winch a witch did dwell, in lo.ithly weedH, 

And wilful w.uit, all (aiders of her needs , 

So lIioomiu' holitaiy to abide, 

Par from all neiphbunrs, tliat her devilish deeds 
And hellish arts tioin |>coi>lc she iniRht hide, 

And limt far ott, unknown, wlioaio'er she envied 

Fan y Qiurt, 

Tjie health of Lucy Ashton soon required the assistance of a 
person more skilful in the office of a sick-nurse than the female 
domestics of the f.imily. Ailsie Gourlay, sometimes called the Wise 
AVoman of Bowden, was the person whom, for her oa\ n strong 
reasons, Lady Ashton selected as an attendant upon her d.iughter. 

This woman had acquired a considerable reputation among 
the Ignorant by the pretended cures which she performed, espe- 
cially in oncoiues, us the Scotch call them, or mysterious diseases, 
which baffle the regular physician. Her pharmacopoeia consisted 
partly of herbs selected m planetary houi's, partly of words, signs, 
and ehai’ins, which sometimes, perhaps, produced a favourable 
influence upon the imagination of her patients. Such was the 
avowed profession of Lucky Gourlay, which, as may well be sup- 
posed, was looked upon witli a suspicious eye, not only by her 
neighbours, but even by the clergy of the district. In private, 
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however, she traded more deeply in the occult sciences ; for, not- 
withstanding the dreadful punishments inflicted upon tlie sup- 
posed crime of witchcraft, there wanted not tliose who, steeled 
by want and bitterness of spirit, were willing to adopt the hateful 
and dangerous character, for the sake of the influence which its 
terrors enabled them to exeieise in the vicinity, and tlie wretched 
emolument which tliey could extract by the practice of their 
supposed art. 

Ailsie Goiirlay was not indeed fool enough to acknowledge a 
compact with the Evil One, which would have been a swift and 
ready road to the stake and tar-barrel. Her fairy, she said, like 
Caliban’s, was a harmless fairy. Nevertlieless, she “spaed for- 
tunes,” read dreams, composed philtres, discovered stolen goods, 
and made and dissolv- d matches as successfully as if, according 
to the belief of tlie whole neighbourhood, she had been aided in 
those arts by Beelzebub himself. The worst of the pretenders to 
these sciences was, that they were generally persons who, feeling 
themselves odious to humanity, were careless of what they did to 
deserve the public hatred. Ileal crimes were often committed 
under pretence of magical imposture ; and it somewhat relieves 
the disgust with which we read, in the criminal rc'cords, the con- 
viction of these wretches, to be aware that many of them merited, 
as poisoners, suborners, and diabolical agents m secret domestic 
ci'imes, the severe fato to which they were condemned for the 
imaginary gnilt of witchcraft. 

Such was Ailsic Gourlay, whom, in order to attain the absolute 
subjugation of Lucy Ashtou’s mind, her mother thought it fitting 
to place near her person. A w oman of less consequence than Lady 
Ashton had not dared to take sucli a step ; but her high rank and 
strength of character set her above the censure of the world, and 
she was allowed to have selected for her daughter’s attendant the 
best and most experienced sick-nurso “ and mediemer ” in the 
neighbourhood, wlicre an inferior person would have fallen under 
the reproach of callmg in the assistance of a partner and ally of 
the great Enemy of mankind. 

The bcldj^m caught her cue readily and by innuendo, without 
giving Lady Ashton the pain of distinct explanation. She was in 
many respects qualified for the part she played, which indeed 
could not be efficiently assumed without some knowledge of the 
human heart and passions. Dame Gourlay perceived that Lucy 
shuddered at her external appearance, which wo have already 
described when we found her in the drath-chamber of blind 
Alice; and while internally she hated the poor girl for tlie 
involuntary horror with which she saw she was regarded, she 
commenced her operations by endeavouring to efface or overcome 
those prejudices which, in her heart, she resented as mortal 
offences. This was easily done, for the hag’s external ugliness 
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was soon balanced by a show of kindness and interest, to wlueli 
Lucy liad of Ute been little accustomed ; her attentive services 
and real skill gained her the ear, if not the confidence, of her 
patient ; and under pretence of diverting the solitude of a sick 
room, she soon led her attention captive by the legends in which 
she was well skilled, and to which Lucy’s habits of reading and 
I’eflcction induced her to “ lend an attentive car.” Dame Gour- 
lay’s tales were at first of a mild and interesting character — 

Of fays tliat nightly danco upon the wold, 

And lovers doom’d to wander and to weep. 

And castles high, wheie wieked wizards keep 
Their captne thralls 

Gradually, however, they assumed a darker and more myste- 
rious chai'acter, and became such as, told by tlio midniglit lamp, 
and enforced by the tremulous tone, the quiviuing and livid hp, 
the uplifted skinny fore-finger, and the shaking head of the blue- 
eyed hag, might have appalled a less credulous imagination, m 
an ago more hard of belief. The old Sj corax saw her advantage, 
and gradually naiTowed her magic circle around the devoted 
victim on whoso spirit she practised. Her legends k'gaii to 
relate to the fortunes of the Kavensvvood lainily, whose ancient 
grandeur aifd portentous authority, credulity had gi’accd with so 
many superstitious attributes. 'I'lie story of the fatal fountain 
w<is naiTatod at full length, and with iormtdahle additions, by 
il.e ancient sibjl. The prophecy, quoted by Caleb, eoiicerinng 
the dead bride, who was to he w'on by the last of the Kaveuswoods, 
had its own mysterious coinmcriUiry ; and the singular circum- 
stance of the apparition, seen by the Master of Ravenswood in 
tlie forest, having partly transpired through his hasty inquu’ies 
in the cottage of old Alice, formed .a theme for many exaggera- 
tions. 

Lucy might have despised these tales, if they hiul been related 
concenniig another family, or if her own situation had been less 
despondent. But cireuuistaiiccd as she was, the idea that an 
evil fate Imng over her .ittachmcnt, became pi’cdominant over 
lier other tcelmgs; and the gloom of superstition darkened a 
mind, already sufficiently weakened by sorrow, distress, uncer- 
tainty, and an oppressive sense of desertion and ilesolation. 
Stories were told by her attendant so closely resembhug her own 
in their ciicumstauces, tliat she was gradually led to converse 
upon such tragic and mystical subjects with the beldam, and to 
rapose a sort of confidence in the sibyl, whom she still regarded 
with involuntary shuddering. Dame Gourlay knew how to 
avail herself of Uiis imperfect confidence. She directed Lucy’s 
thoughts to the means of inquiring into futurity, — the surest 
mode, perhaps, of shaking the understanding and destroying the 
spirits. Omens were expounded, dreams were interpreted, and 
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other tricks of jugglery perhaps resorted to, by which the pre>- 
tended adepts of tlio period deceived and fascinated their deluded 
followers. I find it mentioned in the articles of dittay against 
Ailsie Gourlay, — (for it is some comfort to know that the old hag 
was tried, condemned, and burned on the top of North-Berwick 
Law, by sentence of a commission from the Privy Council,) — 1 
find, I say, it was charged agiunst her, among other offences, tliat 
sho liad, by the aid and delusions of Satan, shewn to a yoimg 
person of quality, in a mirror glass, a gentlenuii then abroad, to 
whom the .said young person was betrothed, and who appeared 
in the vision to bo in the act of bestowiug his hand upon another 
lady. But this and some other parts of the record appear to 
have been studiously ‘i ft imperfect in names and dates, probably 
out of regard to the hc.iour of the families concerned. If Dame 
Gourlay w'as able actually to pla^ off such a piece of jugglery, it 
is clear slie must have had better assistance to practise the 
deception, than her own skill or funds could supply. Meanwhile, 
this mysterious visionary traffic had its usual eftect, in unsettling 
Miss Ashton’s mind, ller temper became unequal, her health 
decayed daily, her manners grew moping, melancholy, and un- 
certain. Her father, guessing partly at the cause of these 
appearances, and exerting a degree of autliority unusual with 
him, made a point of banishing Dame Gourlay from the castle ; 
but the arrow was shot, and was rankling barb-deep in the side 
of the wounded deer. 

It was shortly after the departure of this woman, tliat Lucy 
Ashton, urged by her parents, announced to them, with a vivacity 
by which tliey were startled, “ that she was conscious heaven and 
earth and hell had set themselves against her union with Ravens- 
wood ; still her contract,” she said, “ was a binding contract, and 
she neither would nor could resign it without the consent of 
Ravenswood. Let mo be assured,” sho conchulcd, “ fiiat ho will 
free mo from my engagement, and dispose of me as you please, I 
care not how. When the diamonds dio gone, what s 'piifies the 
casket 1” 

The tone of obstinacy with which this was said, her eyes 
flashing with unnatural light, and her hands firmly cli'itched, 
precluded the possibility of dispute ; and the utmost length which 
Lady Ashton’s art could attain, only got her the privilege of 
dictating the letter, by which her daughter required to know of 
Ravenswood whether he intended to abide by, or to surrender, 
what she termed, “their unfortunate engagement.” Of this 
advantage Lady Ashton so far and so ingeniously availed herself, 
that, according to the wording of the letter, the reader would have 
supposed Lucy w'as calling upon her lover to renounce a contract 
which was contrary to the interests and inclinations of both. 
Not trusting even to tins point of deception, Lady Ashton finally 
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detenniuefl to suppress the letter altogether, in hopes that Lucy’s 
impatience would iiidueo her to eondcniii Ravenswood unheard 
and m absence. In tins she was disappointed. The time, indeed, 
had long elapsed, when An answer should have been received 
from the Continent. The taint ray of hope which still glimmered 
in Lucy’s mind was wclI-nigh extinguished. But the idea never 
forsook her, that her letter might not have been duly forwarded. 
(Ino of her mother’s new machinations unexpectedly furnished 
her with the means ot ascertaining what she most desired to 
know. 

The female agent of hell having been dismissed from the castle. 
Lady Ashton, wlm wrought by all variety of iiu'ans, resolved Ui 
employ, lor working the same end on Lue> ’s mind, an agent of a 
very different character. This was no other than the Kevereiifl 
Mr llido-the-beut, a Presbyterian clergyman, formerly mentioned, 
of the \ ery strictest order, and the most rigid orthodoxy, whose 
aid she called m, upon the principle of the tyrant m the 
tragedy : — 

“ 1 ’ll have .1 pno^ fchall preach her from her faith, 

And make it biu not to renoiinco that low. 

Which 1 ’d have broken.” 

But Lady Ashton was mistaken in the agent she had selected* 
His prejudices, indeed, were easily enlisted on her side, and it 
wa.s no difficult matter to make him regard with horror the 
prospect of a union betwixt the daughter of a God-fearing, pro- 
fessing, and Presbyterian family ot distinction, w’ltli the heir of a 
bloodthirsty prclatist and iK-rsceutor, the liands of whose fathers 
had beeu dyed to the wrists in the blood of God’s saints. This 
resembled, in the divine’s opinion, the uiiiuii of a Moabitish 
stranger witli tlic daughter ot Zion. But with all the more 
severe prejudices and principles of his sect, Bide-tlie-bent pos- 
sessed a souiul judgment, and had learned sympathy even m that 
very school of persecution, wJiero the heart is so frequently 
hardened. In a private interview with Miss Ashton, he was 
deeply moved by her distress, and could not but admit the justice 
of her re«[ue't to bo permitted a direct communication with 
Ravenawood, upon the subject of their solemn contract. When 
she urged to lum the great uncertainty under which she laboured, 
whether her letter had been ever forwarded, the old man paced 
tho room with long steps, shook liis grey head, rested repeatedly 
for a space on liis ivory-headed staff, and, after much hesitation, 
cotifcssc'd that ho thought her doubts so reasonable, that he would 
himself aid in the removal of them. 

“ E cannot but opine. Miss Lucy,” he said, “ that your worship- 
ful lady mother hath in this matter an eagerness, whilk, although 
it ariseth doubtless from lovo to your best interests here and 
hereafter, — for the man is of persecuting blood, and himself a 
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persecutor, a cavalier or malignant, and a scoffer, who Jiatli no 
inheritance in Jesse, — nevertheless, we are commanded to do 
justice unto all, and to fulfil our bond and covenant, as well to the 
stranger, as to him who is in brotherhood with us. Wherefore 
myseff, even I myself, will be aiding unto the delivery of j our 
letter to the man Edgar llavenswood, trusting that the issue 
thereof may be your deliverance from the nets in which he hath 
sinfully engaged you. And that I may do in this neither more 
nor less than hath boon warranted by your honourable parents, I 
pray you to transcribe, without increment or subtraction, the 
letter formerly expeded under the dictation of your right honour- 
able mother ; and 1 shall put it into such sui'e eoui’sc of being 
delivered, that if, hoiu-ured young madam, you shall receive no 
answer, it will be nee ssary that you conclude that the man 
meanetli in silence to abandon that naughty contract, which, 
poradventure, ho may be unwilling directly to restore.” 

Lucy eagerly embraced the expedient of the worthy divine. A 
new letter was written in the pi*ecibe terms of the former, and 
consigned by Mr Bide-thc-bent to the charge of Saunders Moon- 
shine, a zealous elder of the church when on shore, and, when on 
board his brig, as bold a smuggler as ever ran out a sliding bow sprit 
to the winds that blow betwixt Campvere and the east coast of 
Scotland. At the recommendation of his pastor, Saunders 
readily undertook that the letter should bo securely convej^ed to 
the Master of Ravenswood at the court where ho now resided. 

'riiia retrospect became necessary to explain the conferenee 
betwixt Miss Ashton, her mother, and Bucklaw, which wo have 
detailed in a preceding chapter. 

Lucy w’as now like the sailor, who, while drifting through a 
tempestuous ocean, clings for safety to a single plank, ’ ’s powers 
of gmsping it becoming every moment more feeble, and tlio deep 
darkness of the night only checkered by the flashes of lightning, 
liissing as tliey shew the white tops of the billows, in winch he is 
soon to be engulfed. 

Week crept aivay .after week, and day after day. St Judo’s 
day arrived, the last and protracted term to which Lucy had 
limited herself, and tliero was neither letter nor iu'WS of 
Itavcnswood. 
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CHAPTER XXXII. 

Ilovf fair these names, how much unlike the> look 
To all the bliirr’d «uhscnptlona in iny book ' 

The brulegrooiii’a letters stand in row above, 

Tapering, yet straight, like pine-trees in his grove ; 

While free and Hue the bride’s appear below, 

As light and slender as her jessamines grow. 

Cr\3ak. 

St Jude’s day came, the term assigned by Lucy herself as the 
farthest date of expectation, and, as we have already said, there 
were neither letters from, nor news of, Ravenswood. Hut there 
were news of Bucklaw, and of Ins trusty associate Craigengelt, 
who arrived early in the morning for the completion of the pro- 
posed espousals, and for signing the necessary deeds. 

- These tud been carefully prepared under the revisal of Sir 
William Ashton himself, it having been resolved, on account of 
tlie state of Miss Ashton’s liealth, as it was said, tliat none save 
tlie parties immediately iiiterosteil should be present when the 
parchments were subscribed. It was faither determined, that 
the marriage should hi* solemnized upon the fourth day after 
signing the articles, a measure adopted by Lady Ashton, m order 
tliat Lucy might have as little time as possible to I’eeodo, or 
1 elapse into intractability. There was no appearance, how’over, 
of her doing either. Slie heard the proposed an-angement witli 
tlic calm indifference of despair, or rather with an apathy arising 
from the oppressed and stupified state of her feelings. To an eje 
so onobsorving as that of Bucklaw, her demeanour had little more 
of reluctance than might suit the character ot a bashful young 
lady, who, however, he couhl not disguise from himself, was com- 
plying with tlie choice of her friends, rather than exercising any 
personal predilection in lus favour. 

When the morning compliments of the bridegroom had been 
paid. Miss Ashton was left for some time to herself ; her mother 
remarking, tliat the deeds must be signed before tlie hour of noon, 
m order that the marriage might be happy. 

Lucy suffered herself to be attired for tlio occasion as the taste 
of her attendants suggested, and was of course splendidly 
arrayed. Her dress was composed of white satin and Brussels 
lace, and her hair arranged with a profusion of jewels, whose 
lustre made a strange contrast to the deadly paleness of her 
complexion, and to the trouble which dwelt m her unsettled eye. 

Her toilette was hardly finished, ere Henry appeared, to 
conduct the passive bride to the state apartment, where all was 
prepared for signing the contract. “ l)o you know, sister,” he 
said, “ I am glad you are to have Bucklaw after all, instead of 
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Ravenswood, who looked like a Spanish grandee come to cut our 
throats, and trample our bodies under foot. And I am glad the 
broad seas are between us this day, lor I shall never forget how 
frightened I was when I took liiin for the picture of old Sir Mahse 
wsdked out of the canvass. Tell me true, arc you not glad to be 
fairly shot of him 1” 

“ Ask me no questions, dear Henry,” said his unfortunate 
sister ; “ there is little more can happen to make me either glad 
or sorry in this world.” 

“ And that ’s what all young brides s;iy,” said Henry ; and so 
do not be cast down, Lucy, tor you ’ll tell another tale a twelve- 
month hence — and I am to be bride’s-man, and ride before you 
to the kirk, and all our kith, km, and allies, and all Thicklaw’s, 
are to he mounted and i.t order — and I am to have a scarlet laced 
coat, and a feathered hat, and a sword-belt, double bordered with 
gold, ami point d’e'tpagnef and a d.igger instead of a sword,* and 1 
should hko a sword much better, but my lather won ’t hear of it. 
All my things, and a hundred besides, are to come out from 
Edinburgh to-night with old Gilbert, and the sumpter mules — 
and 1 will bring them, and shew them to you the instant diej 
come.” 

The boy’s chatter was here intennipted by the arrival of Lady 
A‘»hton, somewhat alarmed at her daughter’s stay. With one of 
her sweetest smiles, she took Lucy’s aim under her own, and led 
her to the aparlmont where her presence was expected. 

There were only present. Sir William Ashton, and Colonel 
Douglas Ashton, the last in full regimentals — Bucklaw, in bride- 
groom trim — Craigengelt, freshly equipt from top to toe by the 
bounty of his patron, and bedizened with as much lace as might 
have become tlie dress of the Copper Captain — together with the 
Rev. Mr Bide-the-bent ; the presence of a minister being, in strict 
Presbyterian families, an iiidispeiisablo requisite ujion all occasions 
of unusual solemnity. 

Wines and refreshments were placed on a table, on ' liich the 
writings were displayed, ready for signat.ire. 

But before proceeding either to bu'-mess or refreshment, Mr 
Bide-the-bent, at a signal from Sir William Ashton, invite J the 
company to join him in a shoi*t extemporary prayer, m which he 
implored a blessing upon the contract now to be solemnized 
between the honourable parties then present. With the simplicity 
of his times and profession, which permitted strong personal 
allusions, he petitioned, tliat the wounded mind of one of these noble 
parties might be healed, m reward of her compliance with the 
advice of her right honourable parents ; and that, as she had 
proved herself a child alter God’s commandment, by honouring 
her father and mother, she and here might enjoy the promised 
blessing — length of days in the land here, and a happy portion 
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hereafter in a better country. He prayed farther, that the bride- 
groom might be weaned from tliose lollies which seduce youth 
Irom the path of knowledge ; that he might cease to take delight 
in vain and unprofitable company, scoffers, rioters, and those who 
sit late at the wine, (here Bucklaw winked to Craigengelt,) and 
cease from the society that causeth to err. A suitable bujiplicatiou 
in behalf of Sir William and Lady Ashton, and their family, 
concluded this religious iwidress, which thus embraced e>ery 
individual present, excepting Craigengelt, whom tlio worthy 
divme probably considered as past all hopes of grace. 

The business of the day now went forward ; Sir William 
Aslitoii signed the coiifract with legal solemnity and jirccision ; 
Ins son, with military nnuehalance , and llueklaw, having sub- 
scribed as rapidly as Craigengelt could manage to turn the 
leaves, concluded b)' wiping Ins pen on that w ortliy ’s new laced 
cravat. 

It was now Miss Ashton’s turn to sign the writings, and slie 
was guided by her watchful mother to tlie table for that purpose. 
At her first attempt she began to write with a drj pen, and when 
the circumstance was pointed out, seemed nimble, after several 
attempts, to dip it in the massive siher inkstandibli, which stood 
full bi'lore hoi*. Lady Ashton's vigilance hastened to supply the 
deficieno). 1 lu\c myself seen the fat.il deed, and in the (bstmet 
characters in which the name of Luc} Ashton is traced on each 
page, there is only a ^ery slight tmnulous irregularity, indicative 
of her state of mind at the time of the subscription. Hut the last 
sigiiatiiro IS mcoinplotc, defaced and blotted ; tor, while her hand 
W.IS i‘in[tlo}e(l m tracing it, the- hasty tramp of a horse was heard 
at the gate, succeeded by a atop in the outer gallery, and a voice, 
which, 111 a coraniandiiig tone, bore down the opposition of tlio 
menials. The pen drujiiied from Lucy’s fingei>., as she exclaimed 
with a faint shriek — “ lie is come — he is come !” 


CHAPTER XXXIII. 

Tins by his ton^up should bo a Montague! 

Fotcli me my mpicr, lioj , 

>oa, by the f.iith and honour of my kin. 

To strike him de.id 1 hold it not ,i sin 

Ronuu and JuhcL 

Haudly had Miss Ashton dropped the pen, w'hcn the door of 
the apai’tment flew open, and tlic Master of Ilavcnswood i ntered 
the apartment. 

Lockhard and another domestic, who had in vain attempted to 
oppose his passage through the gallery or antechamber, woi «' sci n 
standing on the threshold traushxed w'lth surprise, which was 



254 


TALES OF MY LANDLORD. 


instantly communicated to the whole party in the state-room. 
That of Colonel Douglas Ashton wsis mingled with resentment ; 
that of Bucklaw, with haughty and affected indifference , tl^e 
rest, even Lady Ashton hcj-self, showed signs of fear, and Lucy 
seemed stiffened to stone by this unexpected apparition. Appari- 
tion it might well be termed, for Ravenswood had more the appear- 
i. ice of one returned from the dead, than of a living visiter. 

He planted himself full in the middle of the apartment, opposite 
to the table at which Lucy was seated, on whom, as if she had 
been alone m the chamber, he bent liis eyes with a mingled 
expression of deep grief and deliberate indignation. His dark- 
coloured nding cloak, displaced from one shoulder, hung around 
one side of his person in +he ample folds of tlie Spanish mantle. 
The rest of his nch dres-- was travel-soil’d, and deranged by hard 
riding. He had a sword by his side, and pistols in his belt. His 
slouched hat, which he had not removed at entrance, gave an 
additional gloom to his dark features, which, wasted by sorrow', 
and marked by the gliastly look communicated by long illness, 
added to a countenance naturally somewhat stern and wild, a 
fierce and even savage expression. The matted and dishevelled 
locks of hair which e.seaped from under his hat, together with 
his fixed and unmoved posture, made lus head more resemble 
that of a marble bust than that of a living man. He said not a 
single word, and there was a deep silence in the company for 
more tlian two minutes. 

It w'as broken by Lady Ashton, who in tliat space partly re- 
covered her natural audacity. Sho demanded to know the cause 
of this unauthorized iiitiiisioii. 

“ That is a question, madam,” said her son, “ which I have the 
best right to ask — and I mu>»t request of the Master of Ravens 
wood to follow me, where he can answer it at leisure.” 

Bucklaw interposed, saying, “ No man on tarili slioidd usurp 
his previous right in demanding an explanation from th'' Master 
— Craigengelt,” ho added, in an under ti ue, “ d — n ye, why do 
3011 stand staring as if ye saw a ghost ? fckch me my sviord from 
the gallerj'.” 

“ I w'lll relinquish to none,” said Colonel Ashton, " my right of 
calling to account the man who has offei’cd this unparalleled affi'ont 
to my family.” 

“ Be patient, gentlemen,” said Ravenswood, turning sternly 
towards them, and waving his hand as if to impose silence on 
their altercation. “ If you are as weaiy of your lives as I am, I 
will find time and place to pledge mine against one or both ; at 
present, I have no leisure for the disputes of trifiers.” 

“ Trifiers !” echoed Colonel Ashton, half unsheathing his sword, 
while Bucklaw laid his hand on the hilt of that which Craigengelt 
had just reached him. 
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Sir William Ashton, alarmed for his son’s safety, rushed 
between the young men and llavenswood, exclaiming, “ My son, 
I command you — Bucklaw, I entreat you — keep the peace, in 
the name of the Queen and of the law !” 

“ Jn the name of the law of (xod,” said Bidc-thc-bent, advanc- 
ing also with uplifted hands between Bucklaw, the Colonel, and 
the object of their resentment — “In the name of Him who 
brought peace on earth, and good-will to mankind, I implore — I 
beseech — I command you to forbear violence towards each 
other ! God hateth the blood-tliirsty man — lie who striketh with 
Uio sword, shall perish witli the sword.” 

“ Do you take me for a dog, sir,” said Colonel Ashton, turning 
fiercely upon him, “ or something more brutally stupid, to endure 
this insult in my father’s house* — Let me go, Bucklaw ! Hn 
shall account to me, or, by Heaven, I will stab him where he 
sti(.nds !” 

“ You shall not touch him hero,” said Bucklaw; “ ho once gave 
mo my life, and were he the devil come to fiy away with the 
whole house and generation, he shall have nothing but fair play.” 

The passions ot the two young men thus counteracting each 
other, gave Bavenswood leisure to exclaim, in a stern and steady 
voice, “Silence! — let him who really seeks danger, take the 
fitting time when it is to bo found; my mission here will be 
shortly accomplished. — Is that your handwriting, madam *” he 
added in a setter tone, extending towards Miss Ashton her last 
letter. 

A faltering “ Yes,” seemed rather to escape from her lips, than 
to bo uttered as a voluntai-y answer. 

“ And IS this also your handwriting I” extending towai’ds her 
the mutual engagement. 

Lucy remained silent. Terror, and a jet stronger and more 
confused leehr.g, so utterly disturbed h.cr understanding, that 
she probably scarcely comprehended the (question that was put 
to her. 

“ If you design,” said Sir William Ashton, “ to found any legal 
claim on that paper, sir, do not expect to receive any a.iswer to 
an extrajudicial question.” 

“ Sir Wilhain Ashton,” said Bavenswood, I pray j'ou, and all 
who hear me, that you will not mistake my purpose. If this 
young lady, of her own free will, desires the restoration of this 
conti’act, as Iicr letter would seem to imply — there is not a 
withered leaf which this autumn wind strew^s on the heatli, tliat is 
more valueless m my eyes. But I must and will bear tho truth 
from her own mouth — without this satisfaction I will not leave 
this spot. Murder me by numbers you possibly may ; but I am 
an armed man — 1 am a desperate man — and I will not die 
without ample vengeance. This is my resolution, take it as you 
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may. I will hear her determinatioa from her own mouth ; firom 
her own mouth, alone, and witliout witnesses will I hear it. Now, 
choose,” ho said, drawing his sword with the right hand, and, 
with the left, by the same motion taking a pistol from his belt 
and cocking it, but turning the point of oue weapon, and the 
muzzle of the other to the ground, — “ Choose if you will have 
this hall floated with blood, or if you will grant me the decisive 
interview with my affianced bride, which the laws of God and the 
country alike entitle me to demand ” 

All recoiled at the sound of his voice, and the determined 
action by which it was accompanied; for the ecstasy of real 
desperation seldom fids to ovcrjiowor the less energetic passions 
by winch it may be ofiposi'd. 'I’he elcrgjinan was the first to 
speak. “ In the name if Go<l,” he snd, “ recciie an overture of 
peace from the meanest of lus servants. What this honourable 
person demands, albeit it is urged with ov(*r violence, hath yet in 
it something of reason. Let him hear from Miss Lucy’s own 
lips that she Iiath dutifully acceded to the will of her parents, and 
ixjpentcth her of her covenant with him ; and when he is assured 
of this, ho will depart in peace unto his own dwelling, and 
cumber us no more. Alas 1 the workings of the ancient Ad.*!!!! 
arc strong even in the regenerate — surely wo should have long- 
suffering with those who, hemg yet m tlie gall of bitterness and 
liond of iniquity, are swept forward by the uncontrollable current 
of worldly passion. Let, then, the Ataster of llavensvvood have 
the interview on which ho msisteth ; it can but be as a passing 
pang to this honourable maiden, since her faith is now irrevocably 
pledged to the choice of her parents. Let it, T say, be thus : it 
iH'longeth to my functions to entreat your honours’ compliance 
with this healing overture.” 

“ Never!” answered Lady Ashton, wdiose rage had now ovlt- 
come her first surjn ise and terror — “ never sIhII this man speak 
HI private with my daughter, the affianced biide of another! 
I’ass from this room w'ho will, I reina.n here I fea»’ ueitlier his 
violence nor Ins woajions, though some ’ she said, glancing a look 
towards CuWnel Ashtou, “who bea’- my name, apiriar more 
moved by them.” 

“ For God’s sake, madam,” answered the ivorthy divine, “ add 
not fuel to firebrands. The Master of Ravenswood cannot, I am 
sure, object to your presence, the young lady’s state of health 
being considered, and your maternal duty. I myself will also 
tarry; peradventure my grey hairs may turn away wrath.” 

“You are welcome to do so, sit,” said Ravenswood and 
Lady Ashton is also welcome to remain, if she shall think proper ; 
but let all others depai-t.” 

“ Ravenswood,” said (kilonel Ashtou, crossing him as he went 
out, “ you shall account for this ere long.” 
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“ When you please,” replied IlavenBwood. 

“But I,” said Bucklaw, with a half smile, “have a prior 
demand on your leisure, a claim of some standing.” 

“ Arrange it as you will,” said Bavenswood ; “ leave me but 
this day in peace, and I will have no dearer employment on eartl^ 
to-morrow, than to give you all the satisfaction you can desire.” 

The other gentlemen left the apartment; but Sir William 
Ashton lingered. 

“ Master of Ravenswood,” he said, in a conciliating tone, “ I 
think I have nut deserved that yon should make this scandal 
and outrage in my family. If you will sheathe your sword, and 
retire with me into my study, I will prove to you, by tlie most 
satisfactory arguments, the inutility of your present irregular 
procedure ” 

“To-morrow, sir — to-morrow — to-morrow, I will hear you at 
length,” reiterated Ravenswood, interrupting him ; “ this day hath 
its own sacred and indispensable business.” 

He pointed to the door, and Sir William left the apartment. 

Ravenswood sheathed his sword, uncocked and returned his 
pistol to his belt, ualkcd deliberately to the door of the apartment, 
which he bolted — returned, raised his hat from his forehead, and, 
gazuig upon Lucy with eyes in which an expression of sorrow 
overcame their late fierceness, spread his dishevelled locks back 
from his face, and said, “ Do you know me. Miss Ashton ? — I 
am still Edgar Ravenswood.” She was silent, and he went on 
with increasing vehemence — “ I am still that Edgar Ravenswood, 
who, for your affection, renounced the dear ties by which injured 
honour bound him to seek vengeance. I am tliat Ravenswood, 
who, for your sake, forgave, nay, clasped hands in friendsliip 
with the oppressor and pillager of liis house — the traducer and 
murderer of his father.” 

“ My daughter,” answered Lady Ashton, interrupting him, 
“ has no occasion to dispute tlie identity of your person ; the venom 
of your presimt language is suflicient to remind her, that she 
speaks with the mortal enemy of her father.” 

“ 1 pray you to bo patien^ madam,” answered Ravenswood ; 

“ my answer must come from her own lips. — Once more, Miss 
Lucy Ashton, I am tliat Ravenswood to whom you granted the 
solemn engagement, which you now desire to retract and cancel.” 

Lucy’s blo^less lips could only falter out the words, “ It was 
my mother.” 

“ She speaks truly,” said Lady Ashton, “ it teas I, who, 
authorized alike by the laws of God and man, advised her, and 
concurred with her, to set aside an unhappy and precipitate 
engajTCment, and to annul it by the authority of Scripture itself.” 

“ Scripture 1” said Ravenswood, scornfully. 

“ Let him hear the text,” said Lady Ashton, appealing to the 
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divine, on which you yourself, with cautious reluctance, declared 
the nullity of the pretended engagement insisted upon by this 
violent man.” 

The clergyi^n took his clasped Bible from his pocket, and 
read the following words : “ If a tBoman row a row unto the Lord, 
and hind heraelfoy a bond, being in her father's house in her 
youth ; and her father hear her row, and her bond loherewith she 
hath bound her soulf and her fodher shall hold his peace at her . 
then all her rous shall stand, and every row therewith she hath 
hound her soul shall stand." 

And was it not even so with us V* interrupted Ravenswood. 

" Control thy impatience, young man,” answered the divine, 
“ and hear what folWs in the sacred text : — ‘But if her father 
disallow her in the dag that he heareth ; not any of her rows, or of 
her bonds wherewith she hath bound her soul, shall stand : and the 
Lord shall forgive her, because her father disallowed her' ” 

“ And was not,” said Lady Ashton, fiercely and triumphantly 
breaking in , — “ was not ours the case stated in the holy writ ?— 
Will this person deny, that the instant her parents heard of the 
vow, or bond, by which our daughter had bound her soul, we 
disallowed the same in the most express terms, and informed him 
by writing of our determination 1” 

And is this all 1” said Ravenswood, looking at Lucy — “ Are 
you willing to barter sworn faith, tho exercise of free will, and 
the feelings of mutual affection, to this wretched hypocritical 
sophistry ?” 

« Hear him !” said Lady Ashton, looking to the clergyman — 
“ hear the blasphemer !” 

“ May God forgive him,” said Bide-the-bent, “ and enlighten 
his ignorance !” 

“ Hear what I have sacrificed for you,” said Ravenswood, still 
addressing Lucy, “ ere you sanction what ha* been done in your 
name. Ine honour of an ancient family, the urgent advice of my 
best friends, have been in vain used to sway my resot ition ; nei- 
ther the arguments of reason, nor the poi tents of superstition, have 
shaken my fidelity. The very dead have arisen to warn me, and 
their warning has been despised. Arc you prepared to pierce 
my heart for its fidelity, with the very weapon which my rasli 
confidence intrusted to your grasp f” 

“ Master of Ravenswood,” said Lady Ashton, “you have asked 
what questions you thought fit. You see the total incapacity of 
my daughter to answer you. But 1 will reply for her, and in a 
manner which you cannot dispute. You desire to know whether 
Lucy Ashton, of her own free will, desires to annul the engage- 
ment into wltich she has been trepanned. You have her letter 
under her own hand, demanding the surrender of it ; and, in yet 
more full evidence of hw purpose, here is the contract which she 
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has this morning subscribed, in presence of tliis reverend gentle- 
man, with Mr Uaystoii of Bucklaw.” 

Ravenswood gazed upon the deed, as if petrified. And it 
was without fraud or compulsion,” said he, looking towards the 
clergyman, tliat Miss Ashton subscribed tills parchment 1” 

“ I vouch it upon my sacred character.” 

^‘This is indeed, madam, an undeniable piece of evidence,” 
said Ravenswood, sternly; ^^aud it will bo equally unnecessary 
and dishonourable to waste another word in useless remonstrance 
or reproach. There, madam,” he said, laying down before Lucy 
the signed paper and tlic broken piece of gold — ** there arc the 
evidences of your first engagement ; may you be more faithful 
to that which you have just foinncd. I will ti'ouble you to return 
the corresponding tokens of my ill-placed confidence — I ought 
rather to say, of my egregious folly.” 

Lucy returned the scornful glance of her lover witli a gaze, 
fr6m which perception seemed to have been banislied ; yet she 
seemed partly to have understood his meaning, for slic raised her 
hands as if to undo a blue ribbon which she wore around her neck. 
She was unable to accomplish her purpose, but Lady Ashton cut 
the ribbon asunder, and detached the broken piece of gold, 
which Miss Ashton had till then worn concealed in her bosom ; 
the written counterpart of the lovers* engagement she for some 
time had had in her own possession. With a haughty curts), 
she delivered both to Ravenswood, who was much softened when 
he took the piece of gold. 

“ And she could wear it thus,” he said — speaking to himself — 
“could wear it in her very bosom — could wear it next to her 
heart — even when — But complaint avails not,” he said, dashing 
from his eye the tear which had gathered in it, and resuming the 
stem composure of his manner. lie strode to the diimney, and 
threw into the fire the paper and piece of gold, stamping upon 
the coals with the heel of his boot, as if to insure their destruc- 
tion. “ I will bo no longer,” he then said, “ an intruder here — 
Your evil wishes, and your worse offices. Lady Ashton, 1 will 
only return, by hoping these will be your last machinations 
against your ^ughter’s honour and happiness. — And to you, 
madam,” he said, addressing Lucy, “ I have nothing farther to 
say, except to pi-ay to God Siat you may not become a World’s 
wonder for this act of wilful and deliberate perjury.” — Havins 
uttered these words, he turned on his heel, and left the apart- 
ment. 

Sir William Ashton, by entreaty and authority, liad detained 
his son and Bucklaw in a distant part of the castle, in order to 
prevent their again meeting with l^venswoud ; but as the Master 
descended the great stairc^, Lockhard delivered him a billet, 
signed Sholto Douglas Ashton, requesting to know where the 
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Master of Ravenswood would be heard of four or five days from 
hence^ as tlie writer had business of weight to settle with him, so 
soon as an important family event had token place. 

“ Tell Colonel Ashton,” said llavcnswood, composedly, “ I shall 
be found at Wolf’s Crag when his leisure serves him.” 

As he descended the outward stair which led from the terrace, 
he was a second time interrupted by Craigengelt, who, on the 
part of his principal, the Laird of Bucklaw, expressed a hope, that 
Ravenswood would not leave Scotland within ten days at least, as 
he had both former and recent civilities for which to express his 
gratitude. 

“Tell your master,” said Ravenswood, fiercely, “to choose 
his own time. He will hud me at Wolf’s Crag, if his purpose is 
not forestalled.” 

“ My master 1” replied Craigengelt, encouraged by seeing 
Colonel Ashton and Bucklaw at the bottom of the terrace; “give 
mo leave to say, I know of no such person upon earth, nor will 1 
permit such language to be used to me !” 

“ Seek your master, then, in hell !” exclaimed Ravenswood, 
giving way to the passion he had hitherto restrained, and throw- 
ing Craigengelt from him with such violence, that he rolled down 
the steps, and lay senseless at the foot of tliem. — “ I am a fool,” 
he instantly added, “ to vent my passion upon a caitiff so worth- 
less.” 

He then mounted his horse, which at his arrival he had secured 
to a balustrade in front of the castle, rode very slowly past Buck- 
law and Colonel Ashton, raising his hat as he passed each, and 
looking in their faces steadily while ho offered this mute sduto- 
tion, which was returned by both with the same stern gravity. 
Ravenswood walked on with equal deliberation until he reached 
the head of tlie avenue, as if to shew that he rather courted than 
avoided interruption. When he had passed th«' upper gate, he 
turned his horse, and looked at the castle with a fixed e} e ; then 
set .spura to his good steed, and departed with tlie sff -d of a 
demon dismissed by the exorcist. 


CHAPTER XXXIV. 

Who conics from tlie biidal chamber* 

It IS tVzmel, the angel of death. 

Thalaba 

After the dreadful scene that had token place at the castle, 
Lucy was transported to her own chamber, where she remained 
for some time in a state of absolute stupor. Yet afterwards, in 
the course of the ensuing day, she seemed to have recovered, not 
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merely her spirits and resolution, but a sort of flighty levity, that 
was foreign to her eliaractcr and situation, and which w'as at 
times chequered by fits of deep silence and melancholy, and of 
capricious pettishness. Lady Ashton became much alarmed, and 
consulted the family physicians. But as her pulse indicated no 
change, they could only say that the disease was on the spirits, 
and recommended gentle exercise and amusement. Miss Ashton 
never alluded to what had passed in the state-room. It seemed 
doubtful even if she was conscious of it, for she was often observed 
to raise her hands to her neck, as if in search of the ribbon that 
had been taken from it, and mutter, in surprise and disconteiit, 
when she could not And it, “ It was the link that bound me to 
life.” 

Notwithstanduig all these remarkable symptoms, Lady Ashton 
was too deeply pledged, to delay her daughter’s marriage even in 
her present state of health. It cost her much trouble to keep up 
the fair side of appearances towards Bucklaw. She was well 
aware, that if he once saw any reluctance on her daughter’s part, 
he would break off the treaty, to her great itersonal shame and 
dishonour. She therefore resolved, that, if Lucy continued 
passive, the marriage should take place upon the day that had 
been previously fixed, trusting that a change of place, of situation, 
and of character, would operate a more speedy and effectual cure 
upon the unsettled spirits of her daughter, than could he attained 
by the slow measures which the medical men recommended. Sir 
William Ashton’s views of family aggrandisement, and his desire 
to strengthen himself against the measures of the Marquis of 

A readily induced liim to acquiesce m what he could not 

have perhaps resisted if willing to do so. As for tlie young men, 
Bucklaw and Colonel Ashton, they protested, that after what had 
happened, it would be most dishonourable to postpone for a 
single hour the time appointed for the marriage, as it would be 
generally ascribed to their being intimidated by the intrusive 
visit and threats of Ravenswood. 

Bucklaw would indeed have been incapable of such precipita- 
tion, had he been aware of the state of Miss Ashton’s henith, or 
radier of her mind. But custom, upon these occasions, permitted 
only brief and sparing intercourse between the hridegroam and 
the betrothed ; a circumstance so well improved by Lady Ashton, 
that Bucklaw neither saw nor suspected the real state of the 
health and feelings of his unhappy bride. 

On the eve of the bridal day, Lucy apjieared to have one of her 
fits of levity, and surveyed with a degree of girlish interest tlie 
various preparations of dress, &c. &c., winch the different 
members of the family had prepared for the occasion. 

The morning dawned bright and cheerily. The bridal guests 
assembled in gallant troops from distant quarters. Not only the 
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relations of Sir William Ashton, and the still more dignified con* 
nections of his lady, together with the numerous kinsmen and 
allies of tlie bridegroom, were present upon this joyful ceremony, 
^llantly mounted, arrayed, and caparisoned, but almost every 
Presbyterian family of distmction, within fifty miles, made a point 
of attendance upon an occasion which was considered as giving a 

sort of triumph over the Marquis of A , in tlic person of his 

kinsman. Splendid refreshments awaited the guests on their 
arrival, and after these were finished, tlie cry was to horse. The 
bride was led forth betwixt her brother Henry and her mother. 
Her gaiety of the preceding day had given rise to a deep shade 
of melancholy, which, however, did not misbecome an occasion so 
momentous. There w is a light in her eyes, and a colour in her 
check, which had not lx jn kindled for many a day, and which, 
joined to her great beauty, and the splendour of her dress, occa- 
sioned her entrance to be greeted with an universal murmur of 
^plause, in which even the ladies could not refrain from joining. 
While the cavalcade were getting to horse. Sir William Ashton, 
a man of peace and of form, censured his son Henry for having 
be^prt himself with a military sword of preposterous length, 
belonging to his brother. Colonel Ashton. 

“ If you must have a weapon,” he said, " upon such a peaceful 
occasion, why did you not use the short poniard sent from Edin- 
burgh on purpose 1” 

The boy vindicated himself, by saying it was lost. 

“ You put it out of the way yourself, 1 suppose,” said his father, 
‘f out of ambition to wear tliat preposterous tiling, which might 
have served Sir William Wallace — But never mind, get to horse 
now, and take care of your sister.” 

Tlic boy did so, and was placed in the centre of tlic gallant 
train. At the time, he was too full of his own appearance, his 
sword, his laced cloak, his feathered hat, and his managed horse, 
to pay much regard to any thing else ; but he afterwards remem- 
bered to the hour of his death, that when the hand of his sister, 
by which slie supported herself on the pillion behind him, touched 
his own, it fclbas wet and cold as sepulchral marble. 

Glancing wide over hill and dale, the fair bridal procession at 
last readied tlie parish church, which they nearly filled ; for, 
besides domestics, above a hundred gentlemen and ladies were 
present upon the occasion. The marriage ceremony was per- 
fonned according to the rites of the Presbyterian persuasion, to 
which Buckluw of late had judged it proper to conform. 

On tlie outside of the church, a hberal dole was distributed to 
the poor of the neighbouring parishes, under the direction of 
Johnny Mortsheugli, who liad lately been promoted from his 
desolate quarters at the Hermitage, to fill the more eligible situa- 
tion of sexton at the parish ^urch of Ravenswood. Dame 
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Gourlay, with two of her contemporaries, the same who assisted 
at Alice’s late-wake, seated apart upon a flat monument or 
throughstane, sate enviously comparing the shares which had been 
allotted to them in dividing the dole. 

“ J ohnny Mortsheugh,” f^d Annie Winnie, “ might hae minded 
auld lang syne, and thought of his auld kimmers, for as braw as 
he IS with his new black coat. I hae gotten but five herring 
instead o’ sax, and this disna look like a gude saxpennys, and I 
daresay this bit morsel o’ beef is an unce Tighter than ony that’s 
been dealt round ; and it ’s a bit o’ the tenony hough, mair by 
token, that yours Maggie, is out o’ tlie back sey.” 

“ Mine, quo’ she 1” mumbled the paralytic hag, “ mine is half 
banes, I trow. If grit folk gie poor bodies ony thing for coming 
to tlieir weddings and burials, it suld be something that wad do 
them gude, I think.” 

“ Their gifts,” said Ailsie Gourlay, “ are dealt for nae love of 
ust— nor out of respect for whether we feed or starve. They wad 
gie us wliinstanes for loaves, if it would serve tlieir ain vanity, 
and yet they expect us to be as gratefu’, as they ca* it, as if they 
served us for true love and liking.” 

" And that ’s truly said,” answered her companion. 

“ But, Ailsie Gourlay, ye ’re the auldest o’ us three, did ye ever 
SCO a mair grand bridal 1” 

“ I winna say that I have,” answered the hag ; “ but I thmk 
soon to see as braw a burial.” 

“ And that wad please me as w'cel,” said Annie Winnie ; “for 
there ’sas large a dole, and folk are no obliged to gim and laugh, 
and mak murgeons, and wish joy to these hellicat quality, that 
lord it ower us like brute beasts. 1 like to pack tlie dead-dole in 
my lap, and rin ower my auld rhyme, — 

‘ My loaf in my lap, my penny in my purse, 

Thou art ne 'er the better, and I ’m ne 'er the worse.’ 

“ That ’s right, Annie,” said the paralytic woman ; “God send 
us a green Yule and a fat kirkyard !” 

“ But I wad like to ken. Lucky Gourlay, for ye’re the auldest 
and wisest amang us, whilk o’ these revellers’ turns it will be to 
be streekit first ?” 

“ D ’ye see you dandilly maiden,” said Dame Gourlay, “ a’ 
glistenin’ wi’ goud and jewels, that they are lifting up on the white 
horse behind that harebrained caliant in scarlet, wi’ me lang sword 
at his side 1” 

“ But that *s the bride !” said her companion, her cold heart 

» Reginald Scott tells of an old woman who performed so many cures by 
means of a ebarm, that she was suspected of witchcraft Her mode of practice 
being inquired into, it was found, that the only fee which she would accept of, 
was a loaf of bread and a silver penny ; and that the potent charm with which she 
wrought so many cures, was the doggerel couplet in the text. 
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touched with some sort of compassion ; " that ’s the very bride 
hersell ! Eh, whow ! sae young, sao braw, and sae bonny — and 
is her time sae short i” 

“ I tell ye,” said the sibyl, “her winding sheet is up as high as 
her throat already, believe it wha list. Her sand has but few 
grains to rin out, and nae wonder — they Ve been weel shaken. 
The leaves are withering fast on the trees, but she’ll never see 
the Martinmas wind gar them danco in swirls like the fairy 
lings.” 

“Ye waited on her for a quarter,” siud the paralytic woman, 
“ and got twa red pieces, or I am far beguiled.” 

“ Ay, ay,” answered Ailsic, with a bitter grin ; “ and Sir William 
Ashton promised me a bonny red gown to the boot o’ that — a 
stake, and a chain, and a tar barrel, lass ! — what think ye o’ tliat 
forapropinc? — for bemg up early and doun late for fourscore 
nights and mair wi’ his dwining daughter. But he may keep it 
for his ain leddy, cummers.” 

“ I hae heard a sough,” said Annie Winnie, “ as if Leddy 
Ashton was nae canny body.” 

“ D’ye sec her yonder,” said Dnme Gourlay, “as she prances 
on her grey gelding out at the kirkyard? — there ’s mair o’ utter 
deevilry in that woman, as brave and fair-fashioned as she rides 
yondcTj than in a’ tlie Scotch witches that ever flow by moonlight 
ower North-Berwick Law.” 

“ What’s tliat ye say about witches, yo damned hags !” said 
Johnny Mortsheugh ; “ are ye casting ycr cantrips in the very 
kirkyard, to miscliieve the bride and bridegroom? Get awa 
hame, for if I tak my souplo t’ ye, I ’ll gar ye find tlie road faster 
than ye wad like.” 

“ Hcch, sirs !” answered Ailsie Gourlay ; “ how bra’ are we wi’ 
our new black coat and our weel-pouthered head, as if we liad 
never kend hunger nor thirst oursells ! and we ’ll be screwing up 
our bit fiddle, doubtless, in the ha’ the night, ainang a the otlier 
elbo’-jiggers for miles round. Let ’s see if the pins baud, Joluiny 
— that ’s a’, lad,” 

“ I take ye a’ to witness, gude people,” said Mortsheugh, “ tliat 
she threatens me wi’ mischief, and forespeaks me. Jf ony thing 
but gude happens to me or my fiddle this night, T ’ll make it tlie 
blackest night’s job she ever stirred in. I’ll hae her before 
Presbyteiy and Synod — 1 ’m half a minister mysell, now that 
1 ’m a bemul in an inhabited parish.” 

Altiiough the mutual hatred betwixt these bags and tlie rest of 
mankind had steeled their hearts against all Impressions of festi- 
vity, this was by no means the case with the multitude at law. 
The splendour of the bridal retinue— the gay dresses — the 
spirited horses — the blithesome appearance of the handsome 
women and gallant gentlemen assembled upon the occasion, liad 
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the usual effect upon the minds of the populate. The repeated 
shouts, of Ashton and Bucklaw for ever !” — the dischar^re of 
pistols, ^ns, and musketoons, to give what was called the bridal- 
shot, evinced the interest .the people took in the occasion of the 
cavalcade, as they accompanied it upon their return to the castle. 
If there was here and there an elder peasant or his wife who 
sneered at the pomp of the upstart family, and remembered the 
days of the long-descended Ravenswoods, even they, attracted by 
the plentiful cheer which the castle that day afforded to rich and 
poor, held their way thither, and acknowledged, notwithstanding 
their prejudices, tlie influence of VAmphitrion oii Von dine. 

Thus accompanied with the attendance both of rich and poor, 
Lucy returned to her father’s house. Bucklaw used his privilege 
of riding next to the bnde, but, new to such a situation, ratlicr 
endeavoured to attract attention by the display of Ins person and 
horsemanship, than by any attempt to address her in private. 
They reached tlic castle in safety, amid a thousand joyous 
acclamations. 

It is w'ell known, that the weddings of ancient days were cele- 
brated with a festive publicity rejected by the delicacy of modern 
times. The marriage-guests, on the present occasion, were regaled 
with a banquet of unbounded profusion, the I'ehcs of which, after 
the domestics had feasted in tlieir turn, w'cre distributed among 
the shouting crowd, with as many barrels of ale as made the 
hilarity without, correspond to that within the ca.stIo. The 
gentlemen, according to tlie fashion of the times, indulged, for tho 
most part, in deep draughts of the richest wines, while the ladies, 
prepared for the ball which always closed a bridal entertainment, 
impatiently expected their arrival in the state gallery. At length 
the social party broke up at a late hour, and the gentlemen 
crowded into tlie saloon, where, enlivened by w'ino and the joyful 
occasion, they laid aside their swords, and handed their impatient 
partners to the floor. The music already rung from the gallery, 
along the fretted roof of the ancient state apartment. According 
to strict etiquette, tlie bnde ought to have opened the ball, but 
Lady Ashton, making an apology on account of her daughter's 
health, offered her own hand to Bucklaw as substitute for her 
daughter’s. 

But as Lady Ashton raised her head gracefully, expecting the 
strain at which she was to begin tlie dance, she was so much 
struck by an unexpected alteration in the ornaments of the apart- 
ment, that she was surprised into an exclamation, — “ Who has 
dared to change the pictures 1” 

All looked up, and those who knew the usual state of the apart- 
ment, observed, with surprise, that the picture of Sir William 
Ashton’s father was removed from its place, and in its stead 
tliat of old Sir Malise Raveuswood seemed to frown wrath and 
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vengeance upon tlie party assembled below. The exchange most 
have been made while ^e apartments were empty, but had not 
been observed until the torches and lights in the sconces were 
kindled for the ball. The haughty and heated spirits of the 
gentlemen led them to demand an immediate inquiry into the 
cause of what they deemed an affront to their host and to them- 
selves ; but Lady Ashton, recovering herself, passed it over as 
the freak of a crazy wench who was maintained about the castle, 
and whose susceptible imagination had been observed to be much 
affected by the stories which Dame Gourlay delighted to tell con- 
cerning “ the former family,” so Lady Ashton named the Ravens- 
woods. Tho obnoxious picture was immediately removed, and 
tlic ball was opened by Lady Ashton, with a grace and dignity 
which supplied the cluirms of youtli, and almost verihed the 
extravagant encomiums of the elder part of the company, who 
extolled her performance as far exceeding the dancing of die 
rising generation. 

When Lady Ashton sat down, she was not surprised to fuul 
that her daughter had left the apartment, and she herself followed, 
eager to obviate any impression which might have been made 
upon her nerves by an incident so likely to affect them as the 
mysterious transposition of the portraits. Apparently she found 
her apprehensions groundless, for she returned in about an hour, 
and whispered the bridegroom, Who extricated himself from the 
dancers, and vanished from the apartment. The instruments 
now played their loudest storains — the dancers pursued their 
exercise with all the enthusiasm inspired by youth, mirth, and 
high spirits, when a cry was heard so shrill and piercing, as at 
once to arrest the dance and tlie music. All stood motionless ; 
but when the yell was again repeated, Colonel Ashton snatched a 
torch from tlio sconce, and demanding the key of the bridal- 
chamber from Henry, to whom, as bridc's-man, it liad been 
intrusted, rushed thither, followed by Sir William and Lady 
Ashton, and one or two o^ers, near relations of the faindy. The 
bridal guests waited their return in stupefied amazement. 

Arrived at tiie door of the apartment. Colonel Ashton knocked 
and called, but received no answer except stifled groans. He 
hesitated no longer to open the door of the apartment, in which 
lie found opposition from something which lay against it. When 
ho liad succeeded in opening it, tho body of bridegroom was 
found lying on the threshold of the bridal cliamber, and ail aroimd 
was flowed with blood. A cry of surprise and horror was raised 
by ail present ; and the company, excited by this new alarm, 
b^;an to rush tumultuously towards the sleeping apartment. 
Colonel Ashton, first whispering to his mother, — “Inarch for 
her — she has murdered him !” drew his sword, planted himself 
in the passage, and declared he would suffer no man to pass 
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excepting the clergyman, and a medical person present. By 
their assistance, Bucklaw, who still breathed, was raised f^m the 
ground, and transported to another apartment, where his friends, 
full of suspicion and murmuring, assembled round him to learn 
the opinion of the surgeon. 

In the meanwhile. Lady Ashton, her husband, and thoir assis- 
tants, in vain sought Lucy in the bridal bed and in the chamber. 
There was no private passage from the room, and they began to 
think tliat she must have thrown herself from the window, when 
one of the company, holding his torch lower tlian the rest, dis- 
covered something white in the corner of the great old-fashioned 
chimney of the apartment. Here tliey found the unfortunate gir4 
seated, or rather couched hke a hare upon its form — her head- 
gear dishevelled ; her night-clothes tom and dabbled with blood, 
— her eyes glazed, and her features convulsed into a wild parox- 
ysm of insanity. When sho saw herself discovered, slie gibbered, 
made mouths, and pointed at them with her bloody lingers, with 
the frantic gestures of an exulting demoniac. 

Female assistance was now hastily summoned; the unhappy 
bride w-as overpowered, not without the use of some force. As 
tliey carried her over the threshold, she looked down, and uttered 
the only articulate words tliat she had yet spoken, saying, with a 
sort of grinning exultation, — “ So, you have ta ’en uj) your bonny 
bridegroom 1” Sho was by the shuddering assistants conveyed to 
another and more retired apartment, where she was secumd as 
her situation required, and closely watched. The unutterable 
agony of the parents — the horror and confusion of all who were 
in the castle — the fury of contending passions between the friends 
of the different parties, passions augmented by previous intem- 
perance, surpass description. 

The surgeon was tlie first who obtained something like a patient 
hearing; he pronounced that the wound of Bucklaw, though 
severe and dangerous, was by no means fatal, but might readily 
bo rendered so by disturbance and hasty removal. This silenced 
tlie numerous party of Bucklaw’s friends, who had previously 
insisted tliat he should, at all rates, be transported from the castle 
to the nearest of their houses. They still demanded, however, 
that, in consideration of what had happened, four of their number 
should remain to watch over the sick-ted of their friend, and tliat 
a suitable number of their domestics, well armed, should also 
remain in the castle. This condition being acceded to on the part 
of Colonel Ashton and his father, the rest of the bridegroom’s 
friends left tlie castle, notwithstanding the hour and the dwkness 
of the night. The cares of the medical man were next employed 
in behalf of Miss Ashton, whom he pronounced to be in a very 
dangerous state. Farther medical assistance was immediately 
summoned. All night she remained delirious. On the morning 
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Bhe fell into a state of absolute insensibility. The next evening, 
the physicians said, would be the crisis of her malady. It 
proved so ; for although she awoke from her trance witli some 
appearance of calmness, and suffered her night-clothes to be 
cnanged, or put in order, yet so soon as she put her hand to her 
neck, as if to search for the fatal blue ribbon, a tide of recollections 
seemed to rush upon her, which her mind and body were alike 
incapable of bearing. Convulsion followed convulsion, till they 
closed in death, without her being able to utter a word explanatory 
of the fatal scene. 

The provincial judge of the district arrived the day after the 
young lady had expired, and executed, though with all possible 
delicacy to the afflicted family, the painful duty of inquiring into 
this fatal transaction. Hut there occurred nothing to explain the 
general hypothesis, that the bndc, in a sudden fit of insanity, had 
stabbed the bridegroom at the threshold of the apartment. The 
fatal weapon was found in the chamber, smeared with blood. It 
was tlie same poniard which Henry sboiild have worn on tlu 
weddmg-day, and which his imhappy sister had probably contrived 
to secrete on the preceding evening, when it had been shewn to 
lier among other articles of preparation for the wedding. 

The friends of Bucklaw expected that on his recovery he would 
throw some light upon this dark story, and eagerly pressed him 
with inquiries, which for some time he evaded under pretext of 
weakness. When, however, ho had been transported to his own 
house, and was considered as in a state of convalescence, he 
assembled those persons, both male and female, who had con- 
sidered tliemselves as entitled to press him on this subject, and 
returned them thanks for the interest they had exhibited m his 
behalf, and their offers of adherence and support. “ I wish you 
all,” he said, “ my fnends, to understand, however, that 1 have 
neither story to tell, nor injuries to avenge. Jf a lady shall ques- 
tion me henceforward upon the incidents of that unhappy night, 
I shall remain silent, and in future consider her as or who has 
shewn herself desirous to break off her <riendship with me ; in a 
word, I will nfever speak to her again. But if a gentleman shall 
ask me the same question, I shall i-cgard the incivility as equiva- 
lent to an invitation to meet him in the Duke’s W^k, * and. T 
expect that he will rule himself accordingly.” 

A declaration so decisive admitted no commentary ; and it was 
soon after seen that Bucklaw had arisen from the b^ of sickness 
a sadder and a wiser man than he had liitherto shewn himself. 
He dismissed Craigengelt from his society, but not without such a 

* A wnlk in the vicinity of Holyrood-honse, so called, because often frequented 
by the Duke of York, aftorwaraa James II , during his residence In Scotland 
It was for a long tune the usual place of rendezvous for settling afiiurs of 
bonour. 
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provision as, if well employed, might secure him against indigence, 
and against temptation. 

Bucklaw afterwards went abroad and never returned to Scot- 
land; nor was he known ever to hint at the circumstances 
attending his fatal marriage. By many readers tins may be 
deemed overstrained, romantic, and composed by the wild 
imagination of an author, desirous of gratifying tlio popular 
appetite for the horrible ; but those who are read in the private 
family history of Scotland during the period in which the scene 
IS laid, will readily discover, through the disguise of borrowed 
names and added incidents, the leading particulars of an ower 

TIIUU TVLK. 


CHAPTER XXXV. 

AV liosc mind’s so rnnrbled, and hislicart so hard, 

Tliat would nut, when this huge tnislinp was heard, 

To th’ utmost note of sorrow set tlu ir song, 

To sec a gsillant, with so great a grace, 

So suddenly untlionght on, so o'erthrown. 

And so to perish, in so poor a place. 

By too rash riding in a ground unknown ' 

Poem, in Ntifbe(s Heraldry, Vol IT. 

Wi: have anticipated the cour.se of time to mention Bucklaw’s 
recovery and fate, that wo might not interrupt the detail of 
events which succeeded the iuncral of the unfortunate Lucy 
Ashton. This melancholy ceremony was performed in the misty 
dawn of an autuiiuidl morning, with such moderate attendance 
and ceremony as could not possibly be dispensed with. A very 
lew of the nearest relations attended her body to tlie same 
churchyard te which she had so lately been led as a bride, witli 
as little tree will, perhaps, as could be now testified by her 
lifeless and passive remains. An aisle adjacent to the church 
Iiad been litted up by Sir William Ashton as a family cemetery ; 
and here, in a cotKn bearing neither name nor date, were con- 
signed to dust the remains of what was once lovely, beautiful, and 
innocent, though exa.spcratcd to frenzy by a long tract of unre- 
mitting persecution. While the mourners were busy in the vault, 
the three village hags, who, notwithstanding the unwonted earli- 
ness of the hour, had snuffed the carrion like vultures, were 
seated on the “ tlirough-stane,” and engaged in their wonted un- 
hallowed conference. 

“ Did not I say,” said Damo Gourlay, ** that the braw bsidal 
would be followed by as braw a fiineral 1” 

“ J think,” answered Dame Winnie, "there’s little bravery at 
it ; neither meat nor drink, and just a whceii silver tippeuces to 
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the poor folk ; it was little worth while to come eae far road fur 
sae sma* profit, and us sae frail.** 

“ Out, wretch !” replied Dame Gourlay, “ can a* the dainties 
they coidd gie us be half sae sweet as this hour’s vengeance ! 
There they are that were capering on their prancing nags four 
days since, and they are now ganging as druigh and sober as 
oursells the day. They were a* glistening wi’ gowd and silver — 
they’re now as black as the crooL And Miss Lucy Ashton, that 
grudged when an honest woman came near her, a taid may sit 
on her coffin the day, and she can never scunner when he croaks. 
And Lady A/diton has hell-firo burning in her breast by this 
time ; and Sir Williim, wi’ his gibbets, and his faggots, and his 
chains, how likes he the witcheries of his ain dwelling-house ?” 

“ And is it true, then,” mumbled the paralytic wretch, “ that 
the bride was trailed oat of her bed and up the chimley by evil 
spirits, and that the bridegroom’s face was wrung round ahint 
him r 

“Ye needna care wha did it, or how it was done,” said Ailsie 
Gourlay j “ but I ’ll uphaud it for nae stickit * job, and that the 
lairds and Icddics ken weel this day.” 

“ And was it true,” said Annie Winnie, “sin yc ken sae muckle 
about it, tliat the picture of Auld Sir Malise Ravenswood came 
down on the ha’ floor and led out the brawl before them a’ ?” 

“ Na,” said Ailsie ; “ hut into the ha’ came the picture — and I 
ken weel how it came there — to gie them a warning that pride 
would get a fa’. But there’s as queer a ploy, cummers, as ony 
o’ thae, that's gaun on even now in the bunal vault yonder — ye 
saw twall mourners, wi’ crape and cloak, gang down the steps pair 
and pair 1” 

“ What should ail us to see them 1” said the one old woman. 

“I counted them,” said the other, witli the eagerness of a 
person to whom the spectacle had afforded too much interest to 
he viewed with indifference. 

“But ye did not see,” said Ailsie, exulting in Iiei- superior 
observation, “ that there’s a thirteentli 'tmang ^em that they ken 
naething about; and, if auld freits say true, tliere’s a:ie o’ that 
company that’U no be lang for this warld. But come awa, 
cummers ; if we bide here, 1 ’se warrant we get the wyte o’ what- 
ever ill comes of it, and that gude will come of it nano o’ them 
need ever think to see.” 

And thus, croaking like the ravens when they anticipate pesti- 
lence, the ill-boding sibyls withdrew fi'om the churchyard. 

In fact, the mourners, when the service of interment was ended, 
discovered that there was among them one more than the invited 
number, and the remark was communicated in whispers to each 
Other. The suspicion fell upon a figure, which, muffled in tlie 
* Stickit, imperfect. 



THE BRIDE OF LAMMERMOOR. 


271 

same deep mourning with the others, was reclined, almost in a 
state of insensibility, against one of tlie pillars of the sopulcliral 
vault. The relatives of the Ashton fanuly were expressing in 
whispers their surprise and displeasure at the intrusion, when 
they were interrupted by Colonel Ashton, who, in his father’s 
absence, acted as principal mourner. “ I know,'* he said, in a 
whisper, ‘‘ who this person is ; he has, or shall soon have, as deep 
cause of mourning as ourselves — leave me to deal witli him, and 
do not disturb the ceremony by unnecessary exposure.” So 
saying, he separated himself from the group of his relations, and 
taking the unknown mourner by the cloak, he said to him, in a 
tone of suppressed emotion, “ Follow me.” 

The stranger, as if starting from a trance at the sound of his 
voice, mechanically obeyed, and they ascended the broken ruinous 
stair which led from sepulchre into the churchyard. The 
other mourners followed, but remained grouped together at the 
door of the vault, watching with anxiety the motions of Colonel 
Ashton and the stranger, who now appeared to be in close con- 
ference beneath the slmde of a yew-tree, in the most remote part 
of the burial-ground. 

To this sequestered spot Colonel Ashton had guided tlie btran- 
ger, and then turning roimd, addressed him in a stem and com- 
posed tone. — "I cannot doubt that I speak to the Master of 
Kavenswood ?” No answer was returned. “ I cannot doubt,” 
resumed the Colonel, trembling with rising passion, “ that I speak 
to the murderer of ray sister ?” 

“ You have named me but too truly,” said Ravenswood, m a 
hollow and tremulous voice. 

“ If you repent what you have done,” said the Colonel, “ may 
your penitence avail you before God ; with me it shall serve you 
nothing. Here,” he said, giving a papr, “ is the measure of my 
sword, and a memorandum of the time and place of meeting. 
Sun-rise to-morrow morning, on the links to the east of Wolf’b- 
hope.” 

The Master of Ravenswood held the paper in his hand, and 
seemed irresolute. At length he spoke — “Do not,” he said, 
“urge to farther desperation a wretch who is already desperate. 
Enjoy your life while you can, and let me seek my death from 
another.” 

“ That you never, never shall !” said Douglas Ashton. “ You 
shall die by my hand, or you shall complete the ruin of my 
family by taking my life. If you refuse my open challenge, 
there is no advantage I will not take of you, no indignity with 
which I will not lo^ you, until the very name of Ravenswood 
shall be the sign of every thing that is dislionourable, as it is 
already of all tlmt is villainous.” 

“That it shall never be,” said Ravenswood fiercely; “if I aia 
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the last who must bear it, I owe it to those who once owned it, 
that the name shall be extinguished without infamy. I accept 
your challenge, time, and place of meeting. We meet, I presume, 
alone *” 

“ Alone we meet,” said Colonel Ashton, “ and alone will the 
survivor of us return from that place of rendezvous.” 

“ Then God have mercy on the soul of him who falls !” said 
Bavenswood. 

“ So be it !” said Colonel Asliton ; “ so far can my charity 
reach even for the man 1 hate most deadly, and with tlie deepest 
reason. Now, break off, for we shall be interrupted. The links 
by the sea-shure to the east of Wolf’s-hopo — tlie hour, sunrise 
— our swoivls our only weapons.” 

“ Enough,” said the Master, “ I will not fail you.” 

They separated ; Colunel Ashton joining the rest of the 
mourners, and the Master of Itavenswood taking his horse, 
which was tied to a tree behind the church. Colonel Ashton 
returned to the castlo with the funeral guests, but found a pretext 
for detaching himself from them in the evening, when, changing 
his dress to a riding habit, he rode to Wolf’s-hopc that night, and 
took up his abode in the little inn, in order that he might be ready 
for his rendezvous in the morning. 

It is not known how the Master of Ravenswood disposed of the 
rest of that unhappy day. Late at night, however, he arrived at 
Wolf ’s-Crag, and aroused his old domestic, Caleb Balderston, who 
had ceased to expect his return. Confused and flying rumours 
of the late tragical death of Miss Ashton, and of its mysterious 
cause, had already reached the old man, who was filled with 
the utmost anxiety, on account of the probable effect these events 
might produce upon the mind of his master. 

The conduct of Ravenswood did not alleviate his apprehensions. 
To the butler’s trembling entreaties, that he would take some 
refreshment, ho at first returned no answer, and then suddenly 
and fiercely demanding wine, he drank, contrary to his habits, 
a very large draught. Seeing that his master would eat nothing, 
the old man aficctionatcly entreated that be would penmt him to 
light him to his^chamber. It was not until the request was three 
or four times repeated, tliat Ravenswood made a mute sign of 
compliance. But when Balderston conducted him to an apart- 
ment which had been comfortably fitted up, and which, since his 
return, he had usually occupied, Ravenswood stopped short on 
the th^hold. 

“ Not here,” said he, sternly ; “ diew me the room in which 
my father died ; the room in which shb slept the night they 
were at the castle.” 

“ Who, sir ?” said Caleb, too terrified to preserve his presence 
of mind. 
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** She, Lucy Ashton ! — would you kill me, old man, by forcing 
me to repeat her name ?” 

Caleb would have said something of the disrepair of the cham* 
ber, but was silenced by the irritable impatience which was 
expressed in his master’s countenance ; he lighted the way 
trembling and in silence, placed the lamp on the table of the 
deserted room, and was about to attempt some arrangement of the 
bed, when his master bid him begone in a tone that admitted of 
no delay. The old man retired, not to rest, but to prayer ; and 
from time to time crept to the door of tlie apartment, in order to 
find out whether Ravenswood had gone to repose. His measured 
heavy step upon the floor was only interrupted by deep groans ; 
and the repeated stamps of tlie heel of his heavy boot, intimated 
too clearly, that the wretched inmate was abandoning himself at 
such moments to paroxysms of uncontrolled agony. The old man 
thought tliat the morning for which ho longed w’ould never have 
dawned ; but time, whose course rolls on with equal current, 
however it may seem more rapid or more slow to mortal appre- 
hension, brought the dawn at last, and spread a ruddy light on the 
broad verge of the glistening ocean. It was early in November, 
and the weather was serene for the season of the year. But an 
easterly wind had prevailed during the night, and the advancing 
tide rolled nearer than usual to the foot of the crags on which the 
castle was founded. 

With the first peep of light, Caleb Baldcrston again resorted 
to the door of Ravenawood’s sleeping apartment, through a chink 
of which he observed him engaged in measuring the length of two 
or throe swords which lay in a closet adjoining to the apartment. 
He muttered to himself, as he selected one of these weapons, 
“It is shorter — let him have tliis advantage, as he has every 
other.” 

Caleb Balderston knew too well, from what he witnessed, 
upon what enterprise his master was bound, and how vain all 
interference on his part must necessarily prove. He had but 
time to retreat from the door, so nearly was he surprised by his 
master suddenly coming out and descending to the stables. The 
faithful domestic followed ; and, from tlie dishevelled appearance 
of his master’s dress, and his ghastly looks, was confimu'd in his 
conjecture that ho had passed the night without sleep or repose. 
He found him busily engaged in sidling his horse, a service 
from which Caleb, though with faltering voice and trembling 
hands, offered to relieve him. Ravenswood rejected his assistance 
by a mute sign, and having led the animal into the court, was just 
about to mount him, when the old domestic’s fear giving way to the 
strong attachment which was tlie principal passion of his mind, he 
flung himself suddenly at Ravenswood’s feet, and clasped his knees, 
while he exclaimed, “Oh, sir! Oh, master! kill me if you will, 
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but do not po out on this dreadful errand ! Oh ! my dear master, 

wait but this dav — the Marquis of A comes to-morrow, and 

a’ will be remedied.’* 

“You have no longer a master, Caleb,” said Ravenswood, 
endeavouring to extricate himself ; “ why, old man, would you 
cling to a falling tower 1” 

“ But I hate a master,” cried Caleb, still holding him fast, 
“ while the heir of Ravenswood breathes. I am but a servant ; 
but 1 was bom your father’s — your grandfather’s servant — I was 
born for the family — I have lived for them — I would die for 
them 1— Stay but at home, and all will be well !” 

“ Well, fool ! well !” said Ravenswood ; “ vain old man, nothing 
hereafter in life will be well with me, and happiest is the hour 
that shall soonest closi' it 1” 

So saying, he extricated himself from the old man’s hold, threw 
himself on his horse, and rode out at the gate; but instantly turn- 
ing back, he threw towards Caleb, who hastened to meet him, a 
heavy purse of gold. 

“ Caleb !” he said, with a ghastly smile, “ I make you my 
executor and again turning his bndlc, he resumed his course 
down the hill. 

The gold fell unheeded on the pavement, for the old man ran 
to observe the course which was taken by his master, who turned 
to the left down a small and broken path, which gained the sea- 
shore through a cleft in the rock, and led to a sort of cove, where, 
in former times, the boats of the castle were wont to bo moored. 
Observing him take this course, Caleb hastened to the eastern 
battlement, which commanded the prospect of the whole sands, 
very near as far as the village of WolTs-hope. He could easily 
see his master riding in that direction, as fast as the horse could 
carry him. The prophecy at once rushed on Balderston’s mind, 
that the Lord of Ravenswood should perisli on the Kelpie’s Flow, 
which lay half way betwixt the tower and the liiiis, or sand 
knolls, to the northw ard of Wolfs-hopo. He saw him nccordingly 
reach the fatal spot, but he never saw him pass farthbi-. 

Colonel Asjiton, frantic for revenge, was already in the field, 
pacing the turf with eagerness, and looking with impatience 
towards the tower for the annval of his antagonist. The sun had 
now risen, and shewed its broad disk above the eastern sea, so 
that he could easily discern the horseman who rode towards him 
with speed which argued impatience equal to his own. At once 
the figure became invisible, as if it had melted into the air. He 
rubbed his eyes, as if he had witnessed an apparition, and then 
bastened to toe spot, near which he was met by Balderston, who 
came from the opposite direction. No trace whatever of horse 
or rider could be discerned ; it only appeared, that the late winds 
and high tides had greatly extended toe usual bounds of toe qmck- 
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sand, and that the unfortunate horseman, as appeared from the 
hoof-tracks, in his precipitated haste, had not attended to keep 
on the firm sands on the foot of the ruck, but had taken the 
shortest and most dangerous course. One only vestige of his fate 
appeared. A large sable feather had been detached from his hat, 
and the rippling waves of the rising tide wafted it to Caleb’s feet. 

The old man took it up, dried it, and placed it in his bosom. 

The inhabitants of Wolf’s-hope were now alarmed, and crowded 
to the place, some on shore, and some in boats, but their search 
availed nothing. The tenacious depths of the quicksand, as is 
usual in such cases, retained its prey. 

Our tale draws to a conclusion. The Marquis of A , 

alarmed at the frightful reports tliat were current, and anxious 
for his kinsman’s safety, arrived on the subsequent day to mourn 
his loss ; and, after renewing in vain a search for the body, re- 
turned to forget what had happened amid tlie bustle of politics 
and state affairs. 

Nut so Caleb Balderston. Tf worldly profit could have con- 
soled the old man, his age was better provided for than his earlier 
life had ever been ; but life had lost to him its salt and its savour. 
His whole course of ideas, his feelings, whether of pride or of 
apprehension, of pleasure or of pain, had all .arisen from his close 
connection with the family which was now extinguished. He held 
up his head no longer — forsook oil liis usual haunts and occupa- 
tions, and seemed only to find pleasure in moping about those 
apartments in the old castle, which the Master of Ravenswood 
had last inhabited. He ate without refreshment, and slumbered 
without repose ; and, with a fidelity sometimes displayed by the 
canine race, but seldom by human beings, he pined and died 
within a year after the catastrophe which we have narrated. 

The family of Ashton did not long sui’vive that of llaveiiswood. 
Sir William Ashton outh\cd his eldest son, the Colonel, who was 
slain in a duel in Flanders ; and Henry, by whom ho was suc- 
ceeded, died unmarried. Lady Asliton hved to tlio verge of 
extreme old age, the only survivor of the group of unhappy 
persona, w hose misfortunes were owing to her implacability. That 
she might internally feel compunction, and reconcile hcr-<elf with 
Heaven whom she had offended, we will not, and wo d.iro not, 
deny; but to those around her, she did not evmce the slightest 
symptom either of repentance or remorse. In all external ap- 
pearance, she bore the same bold, haughty, unbending character, 
which she had disphiyed before tlieso unhappy even ts. A splendid 
marble monument records her name, titles, and virtues, while her 
victims remain undistinguished by tomb or epitaph. 


END OF THE DEIDE OF LAMMERMOOn. 
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Note A 1 ' 44 Nil G 1 . 0 ROB Lockhabt, 

President of the Court of Session He was pistolled in the High Street of 
Edinburgh, by John ( hicsley of Dairy, in the year IWia The rcveiifrc of this 
desperate man was stiinuldted. by an opinion that he had sustained injustice in 
a decreet-arbitral pronounced by the Prc'idi nt, assigning an alimentary provision 
of about L 93 in f.ivour of hta wife and children He is said at first to have 
designed to shoot the judge while attending upon divine worship, but was 
diverted by some feeling conecming the sanctity of the place After the congrega- 
tion was dismissed, ho dogged Ins victim as far ns the head of the close on the south 
side of the Lawnmarket, 111 which the President's house was situ ited, and shut 
liim dead as he was about to enter it This act was dune in the presence of 
numerous spectators 1 he assassin made no attempt to flv, but boasted of tlie 
deed, saying, I have taught the President how to do justice ” He had at least 
given him fair warning, as Jack Cade says on a similar occasion. The murdoror, 
after undergoing the torture, by a special act of the Estates of Parliament, was 
tried before the Lord Provost of Euiiiburgh, as liigli shcriif, and condemned to 
be dragged on a hurdle to the place of execution, to have his right hand struck 
of} while he >et lived, and, finally, to be hung on the gallows with the pistol 
wherewith he shot the President tied round liis neck This execution took place 
on the 3d of April, Idfl'f, and the incident was long remembered ns a dreadful 
instance of what the law books call the pet^Lmdum tngmixm Scolonm 

Note B p 123 UaidofCai,kbBai.i)frston 

The raid of Caleb Halderston on the cooper’s kitchen has been unlrersnlly 
considered on the southern side of the Tweeu as grotestiuelv .ind absurdly extra- 
vagant The author can only say, that a siinil.ir anecdote was communicated to 
him, with date and names of the parties, by a noble Earl lately d. 1 ' iscd, whose 
remembronccs of former days, both in Scotland and England, whne they wi re 
given with n felicity and iiower of humour never t > bo forgotten by tliosc waio had 
the happiness of meeting his lordship m familiar society, were especially invalu- 
able from their extreme accuracy 

Speaking after my kind and l.imented informer, with the omission of names 
only, tlie anecdote ran thus . — 1 liere was a certain baclieloi gentleman in one of 
tlio midland counties of Scotland, second son of an ancient famdy, who lived on 
the fortune of a second son, vuMicef, umn some miserably small annuity, which 
vet was so managed and stretched out by the exjicdicnts of his man John, that 
his master kept the front rank with all the young men of quality in the county, 
and hunted, dined, diced, and drank with them, upon appaiently equal terms. 

It IS true, that as the master's society wa^ extremely amusing, his friends 
contrived to reconcile his man John to accept assistance of various kinds under 
tlie rose, which they dared not to have directly ottered tu his master. Yet, very 
consistently with all tins good inclination to Jolm, and John’s master, it was 
thouglit among the young fox-liunters, that it would be an excellent Jest, If 
possible, to take John at fault 
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With this intention, and, I think, in consequence of a bet, a party of four or 
five of these youngsters arrived at the baclielor's little mansion, whicli was adja- 
cent to a considerable village. Here they alighted a short while before the dinner 
hour — for it was judged rcgulai to give John’s ingenuity a fair start — and, 
rushing past the astonished domestic, enteretl the little parlour ; and, telling somo 
concerted story of the cause of their invasion, the self-invited guests asked their 
landlord if lie could let them have some dinner. Their fnend gave them a heai ty 
and unembarrassed reception , and, for the matter of dinner, referred them to John. 
He was summoned accordingly — received his master’s orders to get dinner ready 
for the party who had thus unexpectedly arrived ; and, without clianging a 
muscle of his countenance, promised prompt obedience (treat was the specula- 
tion of the visiters, and probably of the landlord also, what was to bo the issue of 
John’s fair promises Some of the nioro cunous had taken a peep into tho 
kitehen, and could see nothing there to realize the prospect held out by tho 
Major-Domo But punctual as tho dinner hour struck on tne village-clock, John 
placed before them a stately rump of boiled beef, with a proper accompaniment 
of greens, amply sufhciont to duie the whole pai ty, and to decide the bet against 
those among toe visiters who expected to take John n.tpping The explanation 
was the same ns in the case of Caleb Balderston John liad used the freedom to 
carry off the kail-jjot of a rich old chuff in the village, and brought it to Ins 
master’s house, leaving the propretoi and his friends to dine on bread and 
01160-0; and .ns John said, good enough for them ” Tho fear of giving offemo 
to so many persons of distinction, kept the poor man sufficiently quiet, and lie 
was qftcrivards remunerated by some indirect patronage, so that the Jest was 
admitted a good one on all sides In England, at any p(>nod, or in some parts 
of {Scotland at the present day, it might not have passed off so well. 

Note, C. p. liG. — ANCifcVT HosriTAJ-rry 

It was once the universal custom to place ale, wine, or stiroe strong liquor, in 
the choinbii of an honoured guest, to assuage his thirst should ho feel any on 
awaking in the night, which, considering that the hospitality of that period often 
reached excess, w.is by no means unlikely The author has met some instances 
of it m former days, and m old-fashioned families. It was, perhaps, no poetic 
hctiun that records how 

" My cuminvr aniJ I lay down to sleep 
With two pint bU ups ut our bed-fi’et , 

And aye when we waken t we drink them dry 
What think you o' my cummer and 1 7” 

It IS a current story in Tcviotdnle, that in the lioiisc of an ancient family of 
distinction, niiicli addicted to the Presbyterian cause, a Bible was always put into 
tlic sleeping apartment of the guests, along with a bottle of strong ale. On some 
occasion there was a meeting of clergymen m the vicinity of tho casth , all ot 
whom were invited to dinner by tlio worthy Baronet, and several abode all night. 
According to the fa-hion of the tunes, seven of the rcsoreiid guests were allotted 
to one large barrack-room, winch was used on such occasions of extended liospi- 
tality. Tlie bntli-r took care that tlie divines were piesented, according to cus- 
tom, cacli with a Bilile and a bottle ot ale But after a Iittlo consultation among 
tiiemselvcs, th^ arc said to have recalled the domestic ns he was leaving the 
iipartiiicnt. “ Sfy fiiend," said one of tho venerable guests, “you nnist know, 
when we meet together as brethren, the youngest iiiiiuster reads aloud a portion 
of tscnptiire to tho rest , — only one Bible, therefore, is necessary ; take away tho 
other SIX, and in their place bring six iiioro bottles of ale ” 

This synod would have suited the ** hermit sago ” of Johnson, who answered a 
pupil who mqmred for Uie real road to happiness, with the celebrated lino, 

" Como, my lad, and drink wme beer ' ” 

Note D. p. 1311. AFPEAb to Parliamknt 

The power of appeal from tho Court of Session, the supremo Judges of Scot- 
land, to the Scottish Parliament, in cases of civil right, was fiercely debated 
before the Union. It was a privilege highly desirable fur tho subject, as the ex i- 
iiiinatlon and occasional reversal of their amtences in Parliuinent, might serve as 
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a chock upon the which they greatly required at a time when they were 

much more dlstlnguimed for legal knowledge than for upriglitnesa and integrity 
The members of the Faculty of Advocates, (so the Scottish bamsters are 
termed,) in the year 1674, incurred the violent displeasure of the Court of 
Session, on account of their refusal to renounce the nght of appeal to Parlia- 
ment ; and, by a very arbitrary pnK^iire, the majority of the number were 
banished from Edinburgh, and consequently deprived of their professional prac- 
tice tor several sessions, or terms But, by the articles of the Union, an appeal 
to the British House of Peers has boon secured to the Scottish subject, and that 
right lias, no doubt, had its influence in forming tlie impartial and independent 
character whicli, much contrary to the practice of their predecessors, the Judges 
of tlie Court of Session have since displayed. 

It IS easy to conceive, that an old lawyer like the Lord Keeper in the text, 
should feel alarm at the judgments given in bis favour, upon grounds of strict 
pcMial law, being brought to appeal under a now and dreaded procedure in a 
Court eminently impartial, and peculiarly moved by considerations of equity 
In earlier editions of this Work, this legal distinction was not sufficiently 
explametL 

Note h p. 167 Pooe-Man-of-Muttov. 

The blnde-hone of a shovidcr of mutton is called In^cotland “ a poor man,” 
as III some parts of England it is termed “ a poor knight of Windsor , ’’ in con- 
trast, It must be presumed, to tlie baronial Sir Loin. It is said, that in the last 
age an old Scottish peer, whose conditions (none of the most gentle) were 
marked by a strange and flerce-Iooking exaggeration of tlie Highland counte- 
nance, clianced to be indisposed while be was in London attending Parliament. 
The master of the hotel where be lodged, anxious to shew attention to his noble 
guest, waited on him to enumerate the contents of his well-stocked larder, so ns 
to endeavour to hit on something which might suit his appetite. “ I tliink, land- 
lord,” said his lordship, nsing up from his couch, and throwing back the tartan 
plaid with which be bad screened his grim and ferocious visage — ” I tliink I 
could cat a morsel of a poor man,** The landlord fled in terror, liaving no doubt 
that his guest was a cannibal, who might be in the habit of eating a slice of a 
tenant, as light food, when he was under reguuen. 

Note F. p. Ifi4. Middleton’s ” Mad World my Masters.** 

Hereupon I, Jcdedioli Cleishbotham, crave leave to remark, primo, which 
signifies, in the first place, that, having in vain inquired at the Circulating 
Library in Ganderclenra, albeit it aboundeth in similar vanities, for this saniyn 
Middleton and bis Mad World, it was at length sliewn unto mo amongst other 
ancient fooleries carefully compiled by one Uodsley, who, doubtless, hath his 
reward for neglect of precious time ; and having misused so much of mine as was 
necessary fur the piimose, I therein found that a play-man is brought m as a 
footman, whom a knight is made to greet facetiously witli the epi’hot of ” linen 
stocking, and three-score miles a-day ” 

Sfcundo, (which is socondly in the vernacular,) under Mr Pattirson’s favour, 
some men not altogether so old as ho would erpresent them, do ' member this 
spccios of menial, or forerunner. In evidenei of which, I. Jedcdiah Cleish- 
botliam, though mine eyes yet do mo good sorviee, remember me to have seen 
one of this tribe clothed In white, and bearing u staff, who ran daily before the 
state-coach of tlio umquhile John, Karl of Hopeton, father of this Earl, Charles, 
that now is ; unto whom it may be justly said, that Renown playeth the part of a 
running footman, or precursor : and, as the poet singeth— 

" Man standing by asscits hU qaarrel. 

And 1^0 flics alter with n laund 

J. C. 
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